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To  the  moft  Vertuous  LADY 
Mrs>  Joanna  Thornhill, 
Wife  to  the  Honourable 

Col:  RlCHrTHORNHlLLjOf 

oBantigb in  KE  N  T.  .  2  Y 

MADAM, 

S  my  many  Obligations  to  your  Name Jn  both  your 
Relations  of  Husband  and  Brother ,  have  long 
fence  claim'd  from  me  a  Publique  Acknowledge¬ 
ment,  fo  thofetoysur  P  erf  on  have  created  in  me 
a  Confidence ,  not  only  to  obtain  Pardon  for  thisPrefumption, 
but  a  Protection  of  this  Innocent  Stranger,  who  dur (l  not 
venture  abroad  without  it.  Such  is  his  Innocency y  that  in 
this  habit  he  might, without  Gault  to  the  Spectators,  have 
enter'd  the  theater  ( had  not  the  Guilty  Ones  of  this  Age, 
broken  that  Mirrour  left  they  fbould  there  behold  their  own 
horrible  Shapes  reprefented)  but  now  he  is  faint  to  feekc 
Sanctuary,  which  cannot  be  found,  but  at  the  Altar  of  an 
Immaculate  Vertue ,  which  (  lM adam)  all  that  are  fo  happy 
as  to  know  you,  confefee  to  be  raifed  in  your  Name ,  under 
whofefhadow,as  under  Laurell, poore  Lyfis  will  not  onely  be 
fecuredfrom  the  7  hunder  of  the  T imes ,  but  I  jhatl  be  abfol- 
ved  from  my  Errors 7  and  confirm' d,with  all  Devotion,  to 
continue  in  all  Gratitude , 

(c Madam) 

Your  moft  humble  Servant, 

T.  R. 


'  L  Y  s  I  s  the  Extravagant  Sheep  herd,' 

Angelica  a  Njmph ,  Sifter  to  Montenor, 

H  i  r  c  a  n  Brother  to  Lucida, 

U  ONTENOR4  Sheepherd  in  love  with  Lucida. 

Anselm  a  Sheepherd  in  love  with  Angelica! 

» 

C  l  a  r  i  m  o  n  d  in  love  with  Charita, 
Lucida  a  Sheepherdejje3fifter  to  Hircan. 

C  h  akita  aSheepherdejfe,  foftftn  to  Angelica*. 
Adrian  Qouftn  to  Lyfis.- 
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Synope 
Clou  se 


^  Damo[elsx  Neighbours  to  Angelica. 
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The  Extravagant  Sheefh  erd. 


Adas  primus.  Sca*aa  prima. 

Enter  Lyfis  in  the  Equipage  of  a  Sheepherd 
driving  his  Flock,  before  him* 

Ecd  my  dear  Sheep,faithful  Companions 

( feed 

Through  ail  thofe  verdant  plaines  from 

( danger  freed; 
Thanks  to  mv  Shepherdefs,  we  now  be- 

(hold 

An  Age,  as  glorious  as  that  Age  of  Gold. 

But  on  the  Giiliflowers,  and  Rofes  feed. 

That  fpring  ioev  ry  place,  where  Shee  doth  tread; 

Tafte  without  feare,  no  food  fo  fweet  will  prove , 
’Gainft  Wolves ;  your  Centinel’s  the  God  of  Love  i 
He  loves  what  She  affe&s,  and  kindely  looks 
Upon  her  faithfull  Sheepherd  and  his  Flocks. 

1  locks,  which  long  fince  being  marked  for  his  owne3 
Feel  no  dileales,  chat  in  Sheep  are  known.  • 

Charita ,  thou  faireSheepherdelTe,  whom  we 
Adore,  the  flower  and  choice  of  ail  in  Brie  i 
How  powerful!  thine  eyes  1  how  bright  l  how  faire  1 
By  which,  thus  to  keep  Sheep,  thy  Lovers  are 
CortftraitiM  !  compar'd  to  their  bright  fparkling  rayes. 
The  Sun  itfelfe  a  glooniy  light  difplayes, 

x  '  g  Whofe 


2  The  Extravagant  Sheepherd. 

Whofe  weaker  Beames  are  but  Reflexions  vaine, 

When  thofe  of  thy  bright  eyes  begin  to  raigne. 
Therefore,  poore  Sun,  thy  fault's  beyond  compare, 

That  ftill  prefum'ft  t’illuminare  the  aire; 

Quit,  quit  that  care  to  th’Objed  I  adore. 

Thy  fhame  unto  the  world  expofe  no  more  *. 

Lie  clofe  within  the  Seas,  nor  day,  nor  night 
Thy  Chryftall  Palace  quit,  nor  Amphitrite. 

'  But  fince  thou  wilt  goe  on — 'tis  beft  for  me 
To  feaft  my  felfe  with  this  frugalities 
Teed,  feed  my  pretty  Lambs,  while  I  like  you 
Thus  fitting  on  the  graffe,  the  fame  will  doe. 

Bnt.  Clarimond . 
[ ~_He  fits  down,  and  taking  fruits  out  of  his  pouchy 
looking  hack ,  he  Spies  Clarimond 3who  fur • 
prized  to  fee  a  man  clad  like  an  ancient  Ro° 
man  Shepherd, flood ftiU  to  view  himf} 


Scene  II. 

Lyfis ,  Clarimond .  (going  ? 

Lyfts.  Tan  guard  thee  Sheepherd,  whither  art  thou 
Art  thou  difpos’d  to  tafte  our  Sheepherds  fare  ? 

I  have  fome  other  fruits  within  my  pouch. 

And  thofe  wee’i  (hare,and  feaft  the  beft  we  can  » 

And  if  we  thirft,  the  River  is  not  far. 

Pray  take  your  place.  — 

Clar.  I  thank  ye,  I  le  not  eate, 

I  have  no  ftomach, —  but  good  Sir,  refolve  me. 

What  great,  important  bufineffe  brings  you  hither  ? 

Lyfi  I  like  thy  freedome,  and  I  love  thee  for’t ; 

To  be  inquifitive  doth  argue  Wit, 

And  Curiofities  when  th’are  difereet. 

Cl.  O  no  more  complement! — what  art  thou  prethee? 
Lyfi  What  am  I  ?  Sure  thou  canft  not  but  difeerne : 
Sheepherd  (I  thank  God  Pan )  I  am  a  Sheepherd— 

But  what  remote  Country  doft  thou  inhabit 
*  That. 
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That  art  thus  ignorant  of  th*  affaires  of  Brig  f 
For  though  thy  garments  differ  much  from  mine, 

I  gueffe  thou  art  a  Shepherd  too. 

£7.  Tis  true, 

I  am  indeed  fo,  and  perhaps  to  morrow 
I  (hail  more  plainly  (hew  you  what  I  am. 

In  the  meane  time,  may  I  know  your  condition  ? 

Lyf  I'me  too  good  Matur’d  to  deny  thee  that.— 

Sit  downe.  ( Sitting  down  by  hint) 

Cl.  Who  e’re  faw  fuch  extravagance  ? 

Lyf For  thy  fake.  Tie  put  up  my  fruits  againe. 

To  me  the  Hour's  indifferent,  and  you  know 
A  good  Difcourfe  is  better  than  a  Feaft, 

Befides  the  brizes  that  refrefh  thefe  plaines. 

Make  the  place  very  proper  for  our  Story. 

Know  then  that  Love,  (that  Son  of  Chaos)  who 
So  often  doth  difturbe  his  mothers  reft. 

And  were  it  not  for  whom  we  Sheepherds  might 
Scorne  the  felicity  of  greateft  Kings, 

This  blinde  cleare- lighted  God,  this  peevifh  Boy, 
Endeavour’d  to  enflave  me  from  my  youth : 

But,  knowing  how  he  us’d  to  treat  his  Captives, 

I  ftill  avoided  that  mifchievous  God  ; 

And  I  had  fool’d  him  yet  a  thoufand  times. 

If  to  fubdue  this  heart  fo  long  affail’d; 

Finding  that  all  his  Forces  were  too  weake. 

He  had*  not  call’d  Gharita  to  his  aide,— 

Charita  !  —  oh  how  that  faire  name  doth  ravifh  / 

Cl.  Sheets  faire  then  ? 

Lyf.  Fair?  faire  with  Hyperbole, 

Heap  up  a  thoufand  faireft  things  together, 

Thinke  of  the  Lillies  beauties,  and  of  Rofes, 

And  borrow  for  her  eyes  the  Sun’s  bright  rayes ; 

Plant  on  each  cheek  the  beft  Vcrmilian  Dye, 

Then  with  a  faithful  Penfll  vively  paint—  ( Scratches 
Wei  Sheepherd  (to  be  brief  ^conclude  her  fair,  his  head) 
CL  Wonder  full  piece  1 
Lyf  It  was  at  Paris9  where 

B  z  Be- 
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Before  I  was  a  Sheepherd  I  was  taken. 

Cl.  And  as  fhec  then  took  you,  fo  you  took  her  l 
Lyf \  Could  {lie  hold  ot)t  againft  fo  great  deferts  t 
I  {hall  not  tell  thee  what  fweet  Trances  then 
I  felt,  and  With  what  Extalies  tr&nfported. 

Nor  how  to  make  her  yeildmg  to  rny.fighs, 

I  d^’d  a  thoufand  times,  as  oft  reviv’d,  * 

rie  enely  teii  thee,  that  my  greateft  bliffe 
Proceeded  from  a  projed  which  Love  taught  her, 
Pcrfwading  her  to  come,  and  live  in  * Brie , 

Here  to  revive  the  ancient  Sheepherds  Life, 

Some  five  or  fixe  dayes  fi nee  fhe  hither  came. 

And  made  my  bliffe  that  of  the  Gods  exceed. 

For  truly  I  know  none,  fo  per  fed,  as  * 

To  live  a  Sheepherd,  and  to  fwr.y  the  Crook. 

Ther's  neither  Tree,  nor  Rock,  in  all  thefe  parts 
Wherein  we  have  not  C  hander’ d  our  Loves ; 

And  were  it  not  for  one  thing  that  I  feare- — 

CL  Doft  thou  feare  ought  ? 

Lyff\  Yes  left  fome  ugly  Satyre, 

Left  fome  Goat-footed  God,  enamour’d  of  her,. 
Finde  her  alone,  and  maugre  all  her  cries— 

CL  Fie,  no,  your  Love's  too  apprehenfive  ;  here’s 
No  Satyre,  but  ode  whom  1  doe  command, 

Reft  fatisfied, 

Lyfts  ( rifing.)  Doe  you  then  give  them  Lawes? 
Clar,  They  know  me  well,and  tremble  under  me. 
Lj. {kneels;)  Great  Deity  of  thefe  our  facred  Groves! 
Accept  the  homage  of  thy  proftrate  Sheepherd ; 

For  'tis  to  Pan  I  fpeak,  who  in  my  love 
T’aftift  me, is  thus  purpofely  difguis’d, 

Thy  more  than  humaneTooks  makes  that  too  cieare. 
Pardon  me  that  I  knew  thee  not  before ; 

Henceforth  upon  thy  Sacred  Altars,  I 
Will  daily  offer  ftore  of  Milk  and  Wine, 

And  every  Month  will  choofe  the  fatieft  Lamb 
Of  all  my  Flocks,  to  be  thy  Sacrifice, 
t.  Q*r*  Whatmeane  you  Sheepherd?' 
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Ljf  Suffer  me  this  day — 

Cl.  You  injure  Pan  to  worfhip  Me  for  him, 

Obferve  Mee  well  •  for  fuch  a  Feftivall, 

I  doe  both  want  his  Hornes,  and  cloven-feet. 

Ljf  Your  mortall  habit  bides  Divinity— - 


*  *- 

Scene  III. 

Enter  to  them  Adrian. 

Adr.  AhFooieart  there? 

Ljf  •( turning  abopit)  Couz  Adrian  1  Is’t  you  ? 

Adr.  Yes  it  is,  Tme  tormented  with  thy  follies ; 

Art  thou  come  hither  then  to  play'thy  pranks  ? 

Would  thou  wer’c  fafe  i'th-  Hofpicall  of  Fooles  1 
Ljf. (fifing) Peace; give  me,  leave  my  reafons  to  alledg, 
(For  that  ihould  be  the  refuge  of  us  all) 

This  gracious  Sheepherd  here  (hall  be  our  Judge  : 
Deriv'd  with  his  perfedions  I  e’en  now 
Took  him  for  Pan  dtfgui fed  like  a  mortal!. 

Nay- — look  you  toY,he  hath  the  countenance. 

It  not  or  Pan,  of  Mercury,  or  Cupid. 

Adr. Oh  Heaven  1  what  Folly, what  Extravagance!- 
Ljf. You  blame  the  Sheepherds^but  alas,  too  blindly 
Is  any  life  more  full  offweecs  than  this  ? 

Is  not  their  Name,  as  ancient  as  the  World  ? 

And  when  Deucalion  would  mankinde  reftore 
Gut  of  the  fir  ft:  Stone  he  a  Sheepherd  made. 

And  Kings  .of  old  ( whom  I  am  proud  to  follow ) 

Made  their  Sons  Sheepherds,  a§  the  way  to  live. .  • 

The  Gods,  on  Earth  have  often  ta’ne  that  habit. 

And  great  M polio  keptAdmetpps  Sheep, 

And  even  thofe  wandririg  Starrs,  we  fee  above 
Are  Beaits.  that  feed  within  thofe  fhining  plaincs . 

And  who  are  fit  to  keep  them  but  the  Gods  ? 

Then,  for  our  Sheep,  what  is  of  greater  worth  ? 

We  feed  upon  them,  fheare  them,  and  receive . 

The  yearly  tribute  of  then*  wealthy  fleeces.- 
And  as  they  fay  (the  more  to  be  ador'd) 

B  3  x  fove 
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Jove  once  transform’d  himfelfe  into  a  Ram, 

And  Greece  ne're  knew  a  nobler  enterprise 
Than  when  the  Argonauts  fetch’t  home  the  fleece, 

3Tis  the  firft  Sacrifice  was  made  to  Pana 
This  is  to  let  you  know,  (Couz  t, Adrian ) 

That  though  the  World  revile  it,  yet  to  lead 
Our  Flocks  to  feed  '$  a  noble  exercife. 

And  to  what  ferves  your  tedious  noyfe  of  Cities  > 

Of  Merchants,  Officers,  or  Advocates  ? 

Read  Julietta,  and  then  tell  me,  if 
<tArcadia  ever  knew  fuch  names  as  thefe  ? 

They  all  were  Sheepherds,  and  liv’d  free  from  eare. 
And  I  would  have  them  here  to  be  fo  govern’d. 

Beleeve  me  (Coufin)  leave  your  City  trades. 

Let  us  together  dreffe  our  Paftures,  bring 

Your  Wife,  your  Children, — here  you3!  live  at  safe : 

Shee  {hallaSheepherdeffe,  they  Sheepherds  be. 

And  we  will  ail  in  perfed:  pleafures  live. 

And  to  the  Bag- pipe,  under  Elmes  wee’le  dance. 

Adr.  Ah  (Sir)  you  fee,  to  what  a  ftrange  exceffe 
This  poore  Phrenetick  Spirit  is  tranfported. 

How  much  extravagance — 

Ljf.  (turning  from  them)  My  deare  Charita  ! 

If  thou  doft  kill  me,  give  me  life  againe  ! 

[  He  retires  to  a  corner  of  the 
Stage ,  Where  he  lies  downe.J 
CL  While  he  talkes  to  himfelfe,  be  pleas'd  to  tell  me 
The  hidden  caufe  of  that  which  troubles  him, 

I  finde  his  frantick  fits,  of  a  ftrange  nature. 

Adr.  It’s  the  iffue  of  a  vaine,  and  curfed  reading ; 

His  Father  was  a  Merchant  and  Citizen 
Of  Paris,  and  being  rich,  look’t  on  him  onely. 

And  thinking  to  provide  for  him  an  Office, 

T'adorne  his  innocent,  and  harmleffe  minde. 

Caus’d  him  to  Study,  where  all  that  he  learn'c 
Was  to  ©’rethrow  that  little  wit  he  had. 

He  read  Romances  onely,  and  believ’d  them. 

Admir'd  ail  the  Sheepherds  fain  d  adventures, 
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And  his  weake  braine  by  thofe  vaine  fables,  did 
So  foon  defcend  in  th’  Aire  of  Love,  and  Beauty  : 

That  in  a  year  or  two  he  thus  befotted 
Would  wilfully  aflame  this  prefent  habit : 

4 T  was  labour’d  with  much  reafon  to  convince  him. 

But  he  ftill  talkt  of  Sheep,  and  of  his  Crook, 

Yet  ftudied  more,  but  thought  lefle  of  his  office. 

And  though  he  ftill  perflfted  in  his  frenzy, 

Y et  was  it  worfe,  when„his  good  Father  dy’d  :  _ 

The  Romance  of  Afirta  was  then  publtfh’t. 

Where  reading  and  Syivanders  jarres, 

His  braine  being  very  foft  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

He  needs  would  be  their  judge,  and  heare  them  plead3 
And  fo  refolv’d  to  goe  into  the  Forrefts, 

And,  had  rrot  I  ftill  caus’d  him  to  be  follow’d. 

He  doubtlefle  more  had  credited  his  booke. 

Than  our  advice.  His  Frenzy  ftill  continuing. 

He  oft  would  lock  himfelfe  into  his  Chamber, 

Where  without  let,  purfuing  his  wilde  fancies* 

I’ve  heard  him  ad  the  Sheepherds  part  alone. 

In  fine,  the  Mode  of  thefe  Romances  ceafing , 

His  minde  a  long  time  Teemed  lefle  diftraded. 

And  certainly  that  Heat  began  to  coole. 

Had  he  not  haunted  Comedies  laft  Winter  : 
When,earneft  oft  to  fee  their  z/fmaryllis, 

H’againe  reviv’d  his  thoughts  of  Flocks  and  Crooks, . 
He  drew  me  too  to  fee  that  curfed  Play  ; 

And  cry’d  at  ev'ry  line,  O  wonderfull ! 

Scarce  could  he  keep  himfelfe  within  his  skin. 

All  feem’d  fo  raviftiing,  fo  rarely  new : 

Never  was  Man  there,  more  intent  than  He, 

Twas  A&ed,  and  he  there  an  hundred  times. 

So  that  imbark’d  againe  by  their  lend  babling , 

And  finding  time  to  make  his  bundle  ready, 

And  all  truft  up,  he  early  in  a  morning 
Came  hither,  thus  to  ad  his  foolifh  part. 

But  I  (hall  put  fuch  Fetters  on  him,  that 
He  (hall  no  longer  thusdiftionour  us. 


8  .  7 he  Extravagant  Sheep  herd, 

£l .  His  humour’s  tfoublefome,  but  yet  take  heed 
Left  your  confining  him  fliouid  breake  his  quiet 1 
A  Prifon’s  terrible  to  founded  mindes, 

And  the  difeas'd  it  oft  exafperates. 

Adr.  Tis  true  •  but  what  amendment  can  I  hope  ? 

CL » If  you!  advife  with  me,  let  him  alone. 

What  do’ll:  concerne  you  here  ?  Y’are  farre  from  ParL\ 
Let  him  accomplifh  what  he  has  defign'd. 

Let  him  purfue  this  Sally  of  his  thoughts. 

Perhaps  a  week,  or  fo,  may  cure  his  folly. 

And  lie  not  finding  in  a  Sheepherd’s  life,  . 

The  fancied  pleafures  that  entic’d  him  to  it. 

It  may  more  eafie  prove  to  make  him  fee 
The  errour,  which  his  books  did  firft  create* 

A  dr.  Well,  for  a  day  or  too  lie  leave  him  then* 
Although  I  came  by  chance  into  this  place. 

And  have  gone  very  farre  to  findc  him  out. 

M’affaircs  engage  me  to  a  quick  returne, 

Th'are  .preffing,  and  of  great  importance  to  me.  Ex. 

Cl.  Farewell ;  Tie  have  a  care  he  fhall  not  wander. 


Scene  TV. 

Enter  to  them  Anfelme,  in  the  habit  of  a  Sheepkerd)  Lyfis 
lying  fill  talking  to  kimfelfe. 

Cl.  H'  as  left  us  here  ineftimable  treafure  : 

Was  ever  fool  of  a  more  pleafant  humour  ? 

But  what  illufion’s  this  Or  prize  th  me  ? 

What  ill  >  is  all  the  world  turn’d  foole  like  him  ? 
Anf.WhatlC larimond  it  feems  does  hardly  know  me; 
Cl.  Oh  Heavens  1  in  what  a  ihape  doll  thou  appear  ? 
I  if  eW nfelnie  f  -  * 

AnC.  Yes  Tme  ^Anfelme  fail  for  you. 

But  my  liornantick  Name  is Eolidore. 

fl.  D'ee  ad  a  part  in  feme  new  Comedy  ? 

Or  hath  this  Foole  involv’d  you  in  his  follies  ? 
eW nf.  Y ou  know  him  then  ? 

4  ' 


Cl. 
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C lay .  Arriv’d  here  yefter-night 
I’ve  almoft  learnt  already  his  full  ftory , 

Himfeifedid  lpend  much  time  t’  informe  me  in  it. 

But  there  is  one  Charita  much  in’s  thoughs ; 

Who  s  chat  rare  Ob  jed  ? 

Anjn.  I  m  plias  d  with  this  furprize  : 

X ou  name  Charita ,  and  ask  who  (he  is. 

Liar,  What,  is’t  chat  faire  One  now  with  Angelica? 

Her  Coufin  ?  * 

Anfel.  The  fame  :  'tis  (he  that  wounds  him. 

L  la'r.  Being  entangled  in  fuch  eafie  chaines. 

Although  his  thoughts  did  erre,  his  eye  did  not : 

But  fince  this  beauty  is  the  fam effiarita, 

Whofe  merits  I  have  oft  proclaim’d  at  Par^y 
I’d  gladly  ihare  the  incomparable  fport 
This  day  to  be  a  Sheepherd,  and  his  Rival, 

Induc’d  to  this  difguife  by  your  example. 

esfnfel.  Faith  do  not  wonder  that  you  fee  me  thus  £ 

Tis  Angelica* %  power  over  me. 

Her  fervice  is  fo  fweet  a  Law  to  me, 

That  knowing  Paftorals  did  alwaies  pleafe  her, 

I'm  made  a  Sheepherd,  Charita  a  Sheepherdefs , 

She  likewife  ads  her  part,  but  one  more  gentle. 

For  her,  among  us,  we  have  made  a  Nymph. 

Clar.  This  needs  muft  be  as  pleafant  as  tis  rare ; 

But  I  muft  let  her  know  what  I  intend. 

She  being  a  Nymph,  we  all  muft  feem  to  court  her. 

Lyf.  Ah  1—  (trying  out  awaking  from  a  dead  Jleep. ) 

Anfel.  What  aile  ye  Sheepherd  ?  (running  to  him*) 

Lyf.  *Twas  aftretch  of  Love. — 

I  thought  my  foule  was  quitting  its  abode. 

Muling  upon  that  faireft  faire  Charita. 

Anfel.  Indeed  th’are  pleafant  thoughts,  and  worthy  of  you. 
But  we  muft  leave  you  in  fo  fweet  a  rapture ; 

Farewel,  the  Heavens  have  care  of  what  concerns  you*  Ex> 

Lyf  Courteous  Sheepherds,  P^have  you  in  his  keeping! 

Scene 


c 
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i  o  |  The  Extravagant  Shepherd* 

SgeNe  V. 

Enter  ( to  him )  Charita  in  the  habit  of  a  Sheepherdejfe. 

Ljf  Faire  Birds  which  daily  in  the  Aire  do  move, 

And  finging  praife  the  Objeft  of  my  Love,  ** 

What  equal!  to  her  merits  do  you  fee  ?  ( appearing  among  the 

Ch. What  doe’s  this  Fool  alone?  what  are  his  thoughts?  T rees) 
Lyfi  But  I  to  mutes  in  vaine  my  fpeed  apply, 

Tde  better  fpeak  to  th'  Eccho  of  thefe  groves , 

Who  oft  to  reafon  with  us  Sheepherds  love’s.  (fitting  down 
CAI’le  be  his  Eccho,  ’twill  be  a  rare  Scene.  behinde  a 

X;/: Nymph  I,  of  Love  unheard-of  torments,  beare.  Tree ) 

I’ve  often  fpoke  it,  did’ft  thou  never  heare  ? 

Ch.  Here — 

Lyfi.  Good  She  replies  :• — but  fince  my  griefs,  by  chance. 
Are  known,  how  (hall  I  cure  their  great  abundance  ? 

Ch.  Dance-*- 

Ejfil  Well  fing  or  Whittle,  and  Tie  daunce  with  you  : 

Charita  i ayes  flae  loves  me,— is  it  true  ? 

Ch.  True — - 

Lyfi.  But  I  can  nought  obtaine,  though  I  ne’re  ceafe 
T’entreat  her  cafe  the  paines  that  me  oppreffe. 

Ch.  Preffe —  ,  '  : 

Lyfi. Well  faid,Isle  now  beleeve  thee,  ’t  ftiall  be  done,  (r ifiing ) 
And  to  demand  her  aide  Fie  ftrattway  run. 

Ch.  Run— 

Lyfi.  Farewell.  So  may  thy  minion  ev’ry  day,. 

Tlarcififm  vilit  thee  where  e’re  thou  flay- 
Ch.  Stay— 

Lyfi.  Stop  me  ?  did’ft  thou  not  fay  rr?y  torments  by 
Her  fight  fhould  all  be  cured  happily  ? 

■  Ch.  My—  . 

Lyfi.  Leave  jefting,  and  my  cruell  paines  abate,. 

What  muft  I  hope  for  then?  her  love  or  hate  ? 

Ch *  Her  hate— 

Lyfi  What  (hall  I  doe,  alas,  if  weeping  I 
Cannot  her  minde  appeafe  ?  fad  Tragedy  1 
CL  Dy~-  .  Lyfi 
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Lyf.  But  what  death  (hall  I  choofe,  if,  fo  abhor’ d 
I  begge  her  aide,  and  (he  will  none  accord  ? 

Ch.  A-cord— 

Lyf.  A  Cord  ?  ah  you  furprize  me  now,  you  know, 

I  have  no  Cord,  but  that  on  Cupids  bow : 

Nymph,  is  not  that  the  Cord  for  which  you  call  ? 

Anfrver. 

Ch.  No  *ti$  a  Cord  to  hang  thy  felfe  withall. 

Lyf \  Foolilh,  and  fotti(h  Nymph, you  prate  too  much ; 
Whence  comes  this  humour  in  you  >  are  you  drunk  > 

Or  knowing  th’art  leffe  faire  than  my  Charita, 

Envy  or  (hatne  hath  made  thee  taike  fo  fa  ft. 

I  fee  her — my  faire  Starre  l  (Charita  enters  the  Stage) 

^h.  What  are  you  doing  ?  \ 

Lyf \  Before  a  Goddefs  men  ought  thus  to  kneel,  ( kneels ) 

And  ever  with  ail  reverence  receive 
The  influence  of  her  Divine  afpe&s. 

Ch.  No,  Sheepherd  no,  I  hate  all  fuch  refpe&s, 

Thefe  adorations  may  feem  good  at  Paris, 

But  here  men  ought  to  live  in  a  full  freedom. 

Lyf.  Tis  true/twas  ever  granted  unto  Sheepherds ; 

Oh  high  defign,  and  rare,  infpir’d  by  love  l 
To  quit  foul  Paris  for  this  pleafant  place  l 
What  a  delicious  life  (hall  we  enjoy  > 

The  Gods  themfelves,  the  Gods  do  envy  us. 

Sometimes  affembled,  we  (hall  laugh  and  dance. 

Sometimes  we  (hall  retire  againe  alone. 

Sitting  fometimes  in  (hades,  fometimes  on  Fearne, 

Where  thou  (halt  call  Me  Sheepherd,  and  I  Thee 
My  Sheepherdefs,  and  placing  Love  between  us. 

Play  at  a  thoufand  pretty  little  games, 

And  fometimes  gather— Charita — my  foul—- 
Help — help  thy  Sheepherd  that’s  now  fwooning— ; ah^» 

Cruel  doft  thou  recoile  ? 

Ch.  Have  I  not  reafon  ? 

If  you  (hould  fwoon  your  fall  may  crufh  me  too. 

To  me  your  body  does  not  feem  fo  light,- 
But  that  it  well  may  hurt  your  Sheepherdefs. 

\  C  2  Ljf. 
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Lyf.  Go,  tlfart  inhumane,  and  I  now  perceive 
Th’aft  no  remorfe  for  all  th  ill  th'aft  done  me ; 

Thy  heart’s  of  Brafs, Steele,  Marble,  and  of  Stone. 

Char i  What  have  I  done  that  merits  this  reproach  > 
Have  I,  that  I  fhould  now  be  thus  abus’d. 

Provok’d  you  by  negled,  or  have  I  feratch’d  you  ? 

«  Lyf  Y es,  but  you  have  no  fenfe  (malignant  Beauty  ) 
The  naiies  of  your  afped  do  daily  claw  me. 

And,  the  (harp  rayes  of  your  fo  glittering  looks 
Have  given  me  here  a  wound  will  nere  be  heal’d. 

Char.  Tis  true ;  their  forceps  fomewhat  terrible  5 
Yet  do  not  think  the  wound’s  incurable^ 
lie  cure  you —  but  farewell  untill  anon. 

Lyf  \  Hard  aAnaxarete  !  art  gone  fo  foon  ? 

See  how  thine  Ifhis  grieves  at  thy  departure. 

Char .  I  haft  to  finde  the  Sheepherdeffe  Lucida , 
Th’exped  her  at  the  Nymph’s.—3- . 

Lyf  Thou  mak’ft  me  tremble  i 
Why  doft  thou  aggravate  fo  great  a  grief  ? 

C  bar.  D’ee  feare  to  fee  her  ? 

Lyf  Ah  \  *rrr  I  ve  caufe  to  feare. 

No  Sheepherd  hath  more  reafon  to  complaine* 

I  fly  what  me  purfues,  and  love  what  flies  me. 

Char.  You  ftill  are  angry  when  {he  followes  you—** 

But  oft  difdaine,  conceales  a  real!  flame*, . 

And  y’are  more  tradable  perhaps  in  private. 

Lyf  With  her  in  private  ?  no  believe  me,  faire  One, 
The  heart  of  Lyfis  is  fo  chain'd  to  thee. 

That  thou  {halt  haveit  chaft,  pure,  and  unrnixt. 

Entire  :  and  fooner  than  lie  turn  to  change. 

Or  other  beauty  {hall  have  power  t'  enfnare  me  i 
Rivers  lhail  run  revolted  from  the  Seas ; 

Thofe  liquid  Courts  {hall  want  their  Nayades5 
The  Hamadriades,  and  the  Faunes  forfake 
The  Woods,  and  all  the  World  new  Orders  take, 

And  Wolves  againft  the  Doggs  our  Flocks  defend.— 
Char.  This  iolemne  Oath  hath  given  me  faith  at  once, 
IFarewell  kind§  Sheepherd^, 
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Ljf  Shcepherds  Farewell. 

My  heart’s  committed  to  you,  have  a  care  on't;-^ 
Go  my  dear  Lambs,  feek  Pafture  farther  off. 

For  Sol's  too  fcorching  rayes  by  fhining  here. 
Hath  burnt  the  grafs,  and  left  thefe  places  bare. 

The  end  of  the  fir  ft 


Adlusfecundus.  Scsenaprima. 

Enter  Lucida,  Montenor,  {like  a  Sheepherd.) 


Lucid. 


Little  complaifance,  and  Sheepherds  habit 
Seeme  to  engage  you  in  defignes  of  Love, 
But  pray  no  more  of  this  difguife  with  me, 

Impofe  not  this  conftraint  upon  your  felfe 
And  believe,  without  fpeaking  more  of  Love, 

Your  worth’s  fufficient  to  gaine  efteeme. 

Monten.  Hath  the  mild  violence  of  a  love  fo  pure 
So  little  power  to  perfwade  you  then  > 

And  fi  nee  your  faireeyes  fet  me  all  a  fire 
T’  avow  it  is  complacencie  enough. 

Lucid.  Thus  credulous  Spirits  are  too  eafy  taken. 
And  though  men  are  all  Ice  they’l  fweare  they  burne. 
But  this  difeourfe  of  fire  proves  little  heat; 

The  more  you  fay,  the  leffe  I  do  believe. 

Mon.  Your  humour’s  contrary  to  Lovers  hopes ; 
How  can  you  know  their  flames  if  they  keep  filence  f 
And  if  they  fpeake  they  are  believ’d  deceitfull. 

Lucid. Love  hath  an  ideome  to  explaine  it  felfe 
I’  th*  midft  of  filence,  it  fpeaks,  and  perfwades. 

And  its  leaft  motion’s  fill’d  with  Eloquence. 

One  figh  oft  in  a  moment  utters  much. 

He  muft  fpeake  low  whom  th’ heart  not  underftands. 

Mon.  If  th’  heart  fo  well  Love’s  language  apprehend;, 
Would  yee  have  clearer  evidence  of  mine  ? 
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My  heart  hath  figh’t  an  hundred  times  near  you, 

My  languifhing  as  often  hath  declar’d  it, 

And  daring  not  t'  exprefs  the  wounds  you  gave  me, 

I  oft  drove  to  interpret  with  mine  eyes ; 

But  their  fad  looks  could  not  exprefs  their  ftory  *. 

And,  though  fome  foolilh  hope  may  dare  prefume. 

The  cunning’ft  fighs  have  but  dumb  Eloquence 
If  th’  heart  confent  not  to  its  own  furprize. 

Nor  can  their  correfpondence  well  confift. 

If  Love  perfwade  them  not  to  lend  an  eare. 

Lucid.  Then  that’s  the  caufe  I  have  not  underftcod 
What  you  pretend, your  fighs  have  fignified .* 

But  two  or  three  piping,  and  dying  groanes. 

Have  often  prov’d  falfe  pleadings  of  true  love,  , 

And  fince  you  fee  I  underftand  it  not/ 

You  happily  do  feek  advantage  by  it. 

Mon.  Doubt  not  an  Heart  fo  fubjed  to  your  Lawesj 
Be  witnefle  all  you  Trees  within  thefe  Groves 
How  oft  alas,  there,  feeking  folitude. 

I’ve  entertain'd  them  with  my  fighs  and  groanes. 

How  oft  I’ve  boafted  of  that  glorious  power  , 

Your  eyes  in  fecret  pradice  on  my  foule. 

How  oft  rehearft  the  wounds  their  beames  have  given  me^ 
Lucid.  When  they  tell  me  fo.  He  believe  my  (hare. 
Mon.  Cruel,  is  this  then  all  that  I  can  now  — 

Lucid.  Hire  an s  my  Brother,  I  depend  on  him. 

Mon .  Judge  better  of  my  flame,  and  know  though  ’tis 
Extreame,  'twill  ow  your  heart  to  none  but  you  : 

And  that  Twill  ufe  in  the  purfuit  none  but  — • 

Lucid .  Peace  Montenor ,  the  company  is  coming. 


'  Scene  II. 

Enter  to  them  Angelica,  Anfelme,  Charita. 

^  ^g.Sheepherds  believ't  my  joy’s  beyond  compare,  (To  Mon. 
T o  fee  you  fo  well  ad  the  Sheepherds  part ;  and  Lucid.) 

Blufh  not  LucidayPhilUs  and  L)cid&s 


Were 
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Were  often  wont  to  fingle  out  each  other. 

And  great  Diana  nere  refus’d  to  talk 
With  Paris  y  or  Sj  Hander  from  the  reft. 

Lueid .  You  make  a  juft  conftru&ion,  yet  I  doubt 
Who  ere  accufes  me,  may  do  the  fame, 

If  Polidor  s  difcourfe  had  pleas’d  you  lefle, 

You  would  perhaps  have  fooner  found  us  out. 

Mont.  Sifter,  (he  hits  you  home  with  her  reply.  {To  Angel 
zAngel  Sh’as  reafon,  I  confeffe,  for  what  llie  fayes : 

Our  coming  fooner  might  have  more  difturb’d  ye. 

Had  he  had  nothing  private  to  fay  to  me. 

Char.  Thus  may  all  four  (methinks)  live  full  content. 

Mean  while  I  have  my  (hare  among  ye  too, 

While  fweets  on  fweets  are  heaped  up  for  you, 

I'm  fain  to  entertain  my  felfe  with  thoughts. 

Angel .  Yet  we  are  taught  to  underftand  thy  worth, 

Whofe  beauty  has,  this  day,  begot  fuch  Rivals. 

Char.  Build  not  fo  much  upon  anothers  ruine. 

My  time  perhaps  may  come  as  well  as  yours. 

Angel  I  were  an  Infidel  if  I  fhould  doubt  it. 

Since  £ larimond  becomes  a  Sheepherd  for  thee. 

Char.  Knowing, that  for  my  fake,our  foole  thus  fighsj. 

He  ought  at  leaft  to  fwear’t  for  laughters  fake. 

Yet  faith,  let  him  diffemble  as  he  pleafe, 

Wee’l  fee  at  laft  how  well  he  will  elcape. 

Angel  Thou  never  fpeak’ft  to  thine  owh  difadvantage, 

Char .  I  hate  the  foolifti  ufe  of  a  falfe  vertue  ; 

Who  from  himfelfe  expe&s  nought,  nought  receives. 

Methinks  our  Rival*  Sheepherds  tarry  long. 

Anfel.  3Tis  here  that  Ljfis  leads  his  Fiock  to  feed. 

And  we  fhall  fee  him  here  ere  it  be  long. 

Angel.  He  has  a  Language  may  be  call’d  his  own. 
nf.  His  difcourle  heretofore  was  leffe  unfmooth, 

But  fince  he  Virgil  read,  in  Bumbaft  verfe, 

His  Tongue  is  laden  with  Fantaftique  Words, 

And  thinks  that  all  the  Gods  fpeak  juft  the  fame, 

And  concludes  that  the  beft  of  Diale&s, 

Angel  He  has  an  empty  skull 

Chari. 
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Char.  So  dull  a  head  1  ;  ' 

That  he  could  not  difeern  me  by  my  voice,  '•  >  :/r  ,  ; 

When  I  inftead  of  Echo  anfwered  him* 

Mon.  Can  he  endure  your  jefting,  being  mad  ? 

But — hi  ft, —  1  heare  him  fing. 

Lucid.  Pray  hide  your  felves. 

And  be  fpeftators  of  our  raillery ; 
lie  give  him  now  his  belly-  full  of  Love. 

Angel.  Nay  hold,  pray  firft  let’s  heare  his  courtly  Aire. 

( They  all  hide  themf elves  behinde 
the  Trees ,  except  Lucida, 
who  accofls  him  after  he 
hath  fung.) 


Scene  III. 

Lyf.  when  Love  to  two  uniteXhearts^  (lags. 

The  fweets  of  prudent  flames  imparts  ^ 

How  p  leaf  ant  *tis  the  Crook^to  be  are  !  ^ 

Hewfweet  of  Sheep  to  have  the  care  ! 

r  »  * 

Thus  fitting  bya  (fhrj flail  brooks, 

A  Sheepherdfung ,  whom  love  had flrook^y 
To  love  a  Sheepherdejfe  how  fweet ! 

How  pie af ant  *tis  when  Loves  do  meet . 

Lucid.  Faire  object  of  my  flames,  and  my  misfortune. 

May  this  day  prove  more  bleft  to  Thee  than  Me  1 
Lyf.  In  vain  thy  flame,  troublefome  Sheepherdefs, 

Doth  claime  a  compliment,  not  meant  to  thee. 

Lucid.  When  wilt  thou  ceafe,  thus  to  make  War  upon  me? 
And  lay  alide  thefe  fcornes  that  break  my  heart  ? 

Ljf  When  Elmes  fhall  the  embrace  of  Ivy  flie. 

And  ravenous  Wolves  with  Lambs  live  peacefully. 

Lucid .  Though  thy  feverity  doth  {till  encreafe. 

He  be  the  fame  that  ever  I  profeft. 

Lyfl  Ixion  heretofore  embrac’d  a  Cloud, 

And  fo  Lucida  may  embrace  the  Wind.  .  Lucid. 
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Lucid,  The  raging  Seas  at  laft  will  leave  their  fury. 

So  may  thy  hatred  have  a  time  to  ceafe. 

Lyf,  As  Rocks  unfhaken  ftand  againft  thofe  billows. 

So  is  my  heart  unmoved  by  thy  love. 

Lucid.  For  ?^«’sTake,  Sheepherd,  and  the  Hamadriads, 
Refufe  me  not  a  civil  entertainment. 

Lyf  If  they  the  maladies  of  Love  can  cure, 

Th*  hadft  beft  go  offer  up  thy  vowes  to  them. 

Lucid.  ’Mong  Scythians  fierce,  at  thy  Nativity, 

Thy  heart  was  fill’d  with  Ice,  nothing  can  thaw  it. 

Lyf  Derive  me  (if  thou  wilt)  from  Caucafus^ 

So  thou  no  more  difturb  me  with  thy  Love. 

Lucid.  May  thy  beft  Sheep  be  left  a  prey  to  Wolves, 

If  thus  to  rigour  thou  expofe  my  Soule  l 

Lyf  II  fuffer  them  to  come*  within  my  folds. 

When  thou  (halt  have  pofleffion  of  my  heart. 

Lucid .  Thou  Tyger,  nurft  up  by  a  Tygrefs  fierce. 

Thy  proud  difdaine  will  open  me  my  grave. 

Lif  So  farre  am  I  from  a  defigne  to  kill  thee, 

I  never  had  a  thought  to  touch  thy  skin. 

Lucid .  Thou  doft  diftrad  my  foule,and  thy  fharp  talons 
Soon  as  I  fee  thee,  teare  it  into  pieces. 

Lyf.  I  know  not  how  to  patch  up  a  torn  foule. 

And,  prithee,  what  (houid  I  do  with  the  pieces  ? 

Lucid.  You  may  cement  them  but  with  one  fweet  word, 
And  from  an  Hell  of  woes  raife  me  to  Heaven. 

Lyf  If  fuch  a  thing  as  that  can  cure  thy  folly, 

'  )f  Honey,  or  of  Sugar  take  thy  choice. 

Lucid .  Grant  either  of  them  to  my  conftancy. 

Of  Hope  the  Sugar,  of  thy  Faith  the  Honey. 

Ly  If  thy  fond  conftancy  do  Hony  need. 

Farewell —  you  muft  feek  other  Bees  than  Me. 

Lucid.  Stay  thou  bright  Torch  of  my  too  amorous  life. 
Suffer  my  flames  at  leaft  to  live  in  hope. 

Ly.  Thy  life’s  in  danger  to  be  wondrous  dark. 

If  I’m  the  Torch  that  muft  enlighten  it. 

Lucid .  If  for  thy  high  deferts,  that  name’s  too  low,  5 

Be  thou  and  vouchfafe  to  cure  me. 

D 
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Ly.  Thanks  to  thee  ( Sylvia)  I  muft  be  gone ; 

If  I’m  the  Sun  I  muft  be  ever  running. 


j  t  * 

Sci  NE  IV. 

Enter  (to  them )  Angel.  Anfelm.  Montenor,  Gharita. 


Angel .  Whither  fo  faft,  good  Sheepherd  > 

Lj .  Prudent  Nymph, 

Trn  in  Retreat  before  mine  Enemy. 

Char .  Will  not  Lucida  fpeak  to  us  to  day  >  (Lucida going  a* 

fide ,  as  if  unwilling  to  be 
furpris’d  with  Lyfis.) 
Zj.No,  let  her  (lay  a  while  behind  thofe  bufhes,  (To  Charit.) 
And  give  her  time  to  recoiled  her  Soule 
From  eh’  trouble  of  her  late  rejeded  flame. 

Angel.  She  then  perfifts  to  perfecute  you -fttl. 

Lj.  Any  but  Ljfis  would  be  tempted  by  her,. 

But  though  her  love  of  me  doth  ftill  afflid  her, 

Charit  as  ftill  (fharita,  (he  Lucida . 

Char.  And  fince  my  Sheepherd  all  contemnes  for  me. 

He  has  moft  really  my  heart,  and  faith. 

Our  foules  are  both  pofleft  with  equall  flames. 

Ljf.  Truce  to  thefe  fweets  a  while — you  ravifh  me ! 

Oh.— 


Qha.  Sigh  yee  ? 

Xj.  Sheepherdefs  my  care  — 

Tis  a  precaution  that  I  thus  doe  figh. 

Left  too  much  ardour  fhould  at  once  furprize  me2 
And  I  foone  finde  my  heart  reduc’d  to  allies. 

By  the  too  adive  flames  of  my  defires. 

Did  not  the  Air  of  thefe  my  fighs  refrefh  it. . 

Lu.  Why  talk  ye  with  the  Honour  of  our  plains?  ( returning  to 
Ch ■  We  talk  ofMeddows,  paftures,  and  of  Flocks,  the  Stage.) 
We  muft  diflemble  —  ( To  Lyfis  foftly .) 

Xj.And  we  likewife  talk  (Pointing  at  Charita.) 

Of  that  faire  fhining  eye, that  caus’d  my  griefe, 

Yes,  of  thine  eye  divine,  thou  charming  beauty  L.  v‘ 

AngeL 
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%*.  Such  language,  Sheepherd*  does  affront  your  Miftris, 
The  brightnefTeof  her  eyes,  you  fee's  not  common. 

They  botn  can  charme,  and  yet  you  praife  but  one. 

What  Rapfodie  of  love  doth  make  you  talk  fo  ? 

_  Lj.  Why  I  afTume  the  language  of  the  Poets. 

1  his  ftyle  to  them  was  ever  held  peculiar, 

I  purpofely,  like  them,  fpoke  but  of  one,  * 

But  yet  with  no  defigne  t’  offend  my  faireft ; 

Tor  either  of  thofe  Suns  afford  me  light. 

And  when  I  fweare  her  faire  ey’s  skill’d  to  charme, 

I  fpeake  no  more  o'th'  left  than  of  the  right 
Anf.  What  fay  you  now  Nymph  ?  (  To  Angel) 

Angel.  ’Tis  a  prudent  anfwer. 

Ly.  Silence  l  —  I  heare  farre  off  a  Bagpipe’s  found.— 

Oh  how-melodious  1—  ( Enter  Clarimond  like  a  Sheepherd.) 

Mon.  ’Tis  by  a  young  Sheepherd, 

Who  not  long  fince  arriv’d  from  a  Grange  Country. 

Ly.  ’Tis  true,  his  habit's  different  from  ours; 

Anfel.  To  live  amongft  us  he  aifum'd  another, 

He’s  here. 


Scene  V. 

Mon.  You  then  defire,  gentle  Sheepherd,  ( To  Clarimond) 
Henceforth  to  dwell  with  us,  in  thefe  faire  Plaines  ? 

Your  change  of  Habit  makes  me  fo  prefume. 

CUr.  I’m  come  for  cure  of  my  confuming  flames. 

Angel.  Sheepherd,  I  then  perceive  you  are  in  love. 

CUr .  Ah —  ’tis too  true,  I  languish  night  and  day ; 

But  fay  (l  pray)  before  I  tell  my  ftory,  -  b 

Doe  1  not  talk  with  the  Nymph  ^Angelica  ? 

Angel.  Yes,  if  on  her  depends  your  Remedy, 

She’s  ready  here  to  give  you  all  affiftance. 

Clar .  Great  Drudge  i  fam'd  for  chy  mirac'lous  art, 

I  here  attend  thy  Oracles  effe&s ! 

Love  make  thee  now  propitious  to  my  fires !  — 
oAngel.  What  charming  objeft  forc’d  from  you  that  figh  > 

D  z  CUr. 
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CUr.  Alas !  that  1  dare  not  prefume  to  tell  you 
osLngel.  Sheepherd,  you  may,  nor  feare  to  hurt , 

All  here  partake  already  of  your  griefe. 

CUr .  I  adore  her  in  Idea  though  unknown. 

Ly.  Not  know  her? 

C  lar .  Heare  the  ftory  of  my  life, 

My  name  is  Philiru ,  in  Arcadia  born.  , 

Ly.  That  Country  alwaies  fruitfull  was  in  Sheepherds^ 

But  to  heare't  better,  let  us  all  Tit  round. 

It  is  the  Paftorail  Order, 

Angel.  Take  your  place. — 

Here's  green  T  urf. —  ( They  all  Jit  down,  Lyfis  lying  at 

Ly.  Oh  my  dear  Sun — for  Heaven’s  fake,  CharitaY/m .) 

Mod'ratc  thy  Rayes,  or  thou  wilt  quite  confume  me. 
eXngeL  Come  now  (Sir)  all  are  Blent,  you  may  1 peak, 

CUr.  Know  them  great  Nymph, and  you  fair e  fheepherdeffe* 

Y ou  gentle  Sheepherds — fuch  are  my  misfortunes-— 

In  that  bleft  Climate  where  I  firft  took  birth. 

Fan  is  lefs  fear’d  than  is  the  God  of  Love : 

For  that  no  Hearts,  no  Sheepherds  are  fo  great,  £ 

Whom  that  fierce  Tyran  doth  not  make  his  Slave  : 

(And  would  to  the  juft  Heavens  that  I  could  dobut  * 

Whether  his  yoak  be  eafie  to  be  bom  ) 

But  yet  admire  by  what  ftrange  prodigie 

My  freedome’s  fubjed  to  his  cruell  lawes  3 

Sitting  one  day  beneath  a  fhady  Elme,  f 

Free  from  all  care,  although  I  kept  my  Flock, 

Surpriz'd  with  fleep,  congefted  beames  of  light. 

Depriv’d  my  fenfes  of  their  wonted  vigour. 

And  then  difeover’d  to  my  blinded  eyes, 

A  precious  treafure  of  unheard-of  charms : 

A  Sheepherdefs,  in  whom  the  Graces  feem'd 
To  chufe  their  places,  as  if  there  enthron’d  . 

A  lovely  Arrogance,  a  noble  State 
Seem'd  fweetnefs  there  to  joyn  with  Majefty. 

Nere  did  the  Gods  in  a  more  noble  frame, 

Set  forth  the  Image  of  their  Deitie : 

Qh— Nymph—  I  faw  her,  judge  then  how  I  lov'd  her  ^ 

How 


T he  Extravagant  S  beep  herd.  2 1 

How  with  thofe  fudden  flames  my  heart  was  fir’d  5 
And  what  ftrength  the  furprizall  of  my  fenfe 
Could  leave  me*  to  refift  her  charms  affaults ! 

But  fad  Cataftrophe  1  when  day  was  ended, 

I  found  my  Error  fo,  but  not  my  Love. 

My  foule  poffeft  of  fo  great  rarities , 

When  I  awak’d  Hill  kept  their  ftrong  Idea, . 

But  fo  confus'dly,  that  I  never  could 

Retrive  the  Objed,  where  thofe  Beauties  (hind, 

Yet  ftill  I  lov’d  that  imperfed  Idea. 

Here  did  my  freedom  finde  its  overthrow. 

And  from  that  inftant  1  am  fo  in  love, 

That  I  have  no  efteem  for  other  objeds. 

Thus  forc’d  to  love,  and  without  hope  of  comfort, 
l  am  conftrain’d  to  burn,  and  yet  be  filent. 

But  though  this  fad  conftraint  augments  my  pain,  f 
I  mull:  deted  the  fecrets  of  my  heart : 

A  famous  Drudge,  that  when  he  is  private, 

Seemes  daily  to  interpret  Deftiny : 

W as  th*  Oracle  Divine,  that  by  thefe  words, . 

Firft  gave  my  wav’ring  fpirit  Tome  repofe* 

Rejoy  ce  fad  Sheep  herd,  the  Decree 
Of  Fate,Jhall  [cion  accompliftt  he 
Within  the  Realm  of  Lillies ,  neare 
The  Banks  of  Marne,  a  Nymph  thou  there 
Shalt  finde ,  Angelica  by  name , 

Difcover  unto  her  thy  flame , : 

Open  unto  her  thy  Hearty 
The  ft  range  Originall  impart 
Of  this  thy  fire ,  then  to  thine  eyes 
The  light  of  a  new  Day  fhall  rife , 

That  foon  the  facred  Beauty  Jball  difcover , 

JVhofe  Image  in  thy  Dream  made  thee  a  Lover . 

{He  rifeth ,  and  as  it  were  fuddeMy  fur  prized 
with  a  new  light ,  continues  his  addreffe 
to  Charita.) 

•  I  .  k  D  3  But 
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But  Gods!  What  fee  I  now  ?  What  rayes  of  light, 

That  in  an  inftant  thus  unfeele  mine  eyes  ?  .  '  uytt 

Oh  Sheepherdefs,  *tis  you  that  thus  have  charm'd  me. 

Your  wonderfull  Idea  'twas  thus  inflam’d  me  : 

You  are  the  lovely  objed  of  my  fighs, 

You  who — . 

Ly.  Soft,  Sheepherd,you  are  pleas'd  to  fay  fo, 

Goe  to  Arcadia  there  to  ad  your  Trances : 

Charita  is, my  Miftris. 

Clar.  And  mine  too. 

Char.  This  heat  is  very  quick. 

Clar.  Yet’tis  extream. — • 

Ly.  Pitty  thy  felfe,  for  Heaven's  fake  honeft  Sheepherd, 

If  I’m  thy  Rivall, what  hope’s  left  for  thee  ? 

Cla.  Some  promife  to  themfelves  more  than  they  get. 

Zj.  My  flame astfte more ancientlhall prevails 
Clar.  Th,at  which  I  feel  is  full  as  great  as  thifie: 

Tis  more  than  three  yeares  fince  my  heart  was  woiTfldedj’  * 
Angel.  Gods  how  this  wonder  does  amaze  my  thoughts  i 
What  fayes  Lucida  * 

Lucid.  The  Sheepherd  does  deferve  a 

For  all  thefe  fer vices  Charita  $  love. 

And  to  pofTefTe  her  heart;  >  ' 

Ly.  What  you  plead  for  him  ? 

Ah—  Nymph,  I  die,  at  leaft  am  very  near  it— 

QUr.  T o  lofe  no  time  in  frivolous  difputes,  i  . 

Let's  fee  what  deeds  will  answer  all  thefe  words. 

My  pillion  prompts  me  to  a  glorious  projed  j 
Charita  is  the  objed  of  our  Loves,  -  *- 

And  both  of  us  figh  equally  for  her; 

And  fince  the  caufe  of  our  difpute  s  fo  faireY  *  .  *  » 

Let  C  omhat  here  decide  it  .iff  her  fight,  *  *  T‘ 

And  (hew  which  of  us  doth  deferve  her  beft,  ■  " 

She  (hall  be  judge.  .  v  -  -v 

Ly.  Agreed,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Renounce  her  for  4  fe  w  dry  b a n gs  o’  th  6ro 0k  ?  —afide. 

i  "Char.  Y od  will:  he .Conqueror.  -  (T o  Ly f. ) 

Ly.  I  do  not  doubt  it,  (  -Y  *  !  • 

If 
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If  thy  faire  eye  ftand  fecond  to  mine  arm : 

Pan  give  the  vi&ory  to  my  boundiefle  love. 

And  I  will  hang  his  Crook  between  thy  Horns ! 

Shecpherd  prepare  thy  felf — 

(As  he  pats  himfelfe  into  apoftare  to 
fight  with  his  C  rooke ;  Clar.  dr  a  wes 
oat  a  Sword  hid  within  has  Crook. ) 

But  what  means  this 

A  fword  ?  Art  mad  thus  to  defend  thy  felf? 

CUr.  T'en  joy  fbarita  you  muft  take  my  life  : 

Think  of  death  onely. 

Zj,  I  have  no  fuch  thought. 

I*m  a  Sheepherd  of  Honour,  and  no  Murtherer  : 

Befides,  though  I  were  nere  fo  ftout  in  fight. 

What  can  my  Sheepherd  arm  againft  a  fword  ? 

Anf. Courage  brave  Sheepherd,!  will  make  ’em  equal,  (Taking 
Too  happy  to  oblige  the  beft  of  Lovers,  likewife  a  Sword  oat  of 

his  €rook^prefents  it  Lyf.) 
Lj.  Oh  Villain  Sheepherds  with  their  iron  tooles  l  ( afide . . 

Anfel.  Here  take  this  fword. 

Lj.  Not  I. 

**  Mon.  Defp  crate  Ljfis, 

Refufe  a  Combate  for  Charita's  fake  l 
Why  all  the  world  muft  know  this  cowardize  1 
Lj.  And  why  ?  I’ve  heart  enough  to  ferve  my  turn  s 
But — 

Mon.  But  what  ? 

Ly  What  need  ye  prefs  me  farther  ? 
lie  not  infringe  our  cuftomes  for  a  world, 
e Anfiel.  What  cuftome  is’t  you  mean  ? 

Ly.  Where  can  you  Ihew  me. 

That  ever  any. Sheepherds  fought  with  Swords  ? 

Mon.  Yes,  once  F Hander  for  Diana  fought. 

Lj.  True,  to  fecure  her  from  prophane  atfaults; 

But  yet  he  fought  with  Slings,  and  to  his  coft. 

Angel .  W’ave  faid  too  muh  t5  excite  this  Sheepherds  valour ; 
His  want  of  love  appeares  to  faire  Char  it  a  , 

For  his  refufall  gives  her  up, -and  quits  her. 

Brave 
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Brave  ftranger,  come  the  vi&ory  is  yours. 

Clar.  How  much  that  fweec  Decree  makes  me  your  Debter 
Angel.  And  thou  ingrateful  Sheepherd  that  doft  fear 
To  fhed  one  drop  of  thy  ignoble  blood, 

And  durft  not  hazard  for  thy  Love  that  little 
Was  wanting,  to  orecome  and  to  pofleffe  her: 

Go,  it’s  apparent  now  thou  were  a  Traitour  $ 

Dare  not  to  come  hereafter  in  our  fight. 

Sheepherds  let’s  go. 

Ly,  Ah  cruelh hearted  Nymph  I  j 

Than  Myrmidon^  or  Dollope  more  fell. 

Char .  Farewell  fad  Sheepherd. 

Ly .  Ah  what  doft  thou  fay  ? 

Char,  The  fentence  being  paft  we  tnuft  fubferibe. 

Ly.  Doft  thou  forfake  me  then  ? 

Char,  I  'm  in  defpaire; 

Yet  may  the  Gods  permit  us  meet  again  : 

In  th’mean  time  die  not,  but  live  ftill  aflur’d, 

Thou  nere  (halt  fee  thy  Rival!  in  thy  place. 

Ly.  Flatter  my  woes  at  leaft  by  fighing  for  me. 

Char.  I  grieve  for  both  of  us —  but  no  more  fighs; — 

My  heart  is  fo  loekt  up  I  cannot  do  it. 

Ly.  Oh  of  all  faire  Ones  the  moft  unrelenting  l 
Char.  Perhaps  you  fuffer  leaft  in  this  our  parting  : 

Farewell —  Pan  comfort  and  dwell  ever  with  thee.  Ex. 


Scene  VI. 

*  c«  i 

Lyf.  Let’s  yeild  to  Fate  and  fatisfie  her  rage. 

And  end  our  daies  within  fome  falvage  den  : 

Farewell  ye  deareft  places,  and  my  flocks. 

Which  feeding  Hiave  left  on  yonder  hill, 

Y’  ennamelM  meddowes,  which  too  apt  to  pleafe. 

Have  furniiht  me  with  flowrs  t* *  adorn  my  Love  ; 

And  pleafant  ftreames  farewell, defpairing  Lyfis 
I*th*  horrour  of  thefe  Woods  will  ever  dwell. 

Good  Gods  /  how  thick,  how  dark  it  is  !•  I  think 

N° 
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No  Sheepherd  ere  its  filence  did  difturb  : 

Hence  all  prophane— take  heed  you  come  not  neare  ; 

I  feare  to  touch  them  as  I  croffe  thefe  bulhes— > 

Oh — th’are  the  rufling  leaves — X  think  I  Tee 
A  man  that  walks  there  with  a  ftaffe  in's  hand. 

And  murnTring  to  himfelfe,  does  feem  to  read. 

(He perceives  Hircan  walking  (after  the 
Country -fajkion)  with  aCane  in  hit 
hand^  reading,) 

Lyf,  Doubtlefs  it  is  a  Druyde  skil’d  in  Magick — • 

I  muft  accoft  him. 


S  C  E  N  E  VIL 
Hjrcan.  Ljf. 

Lyf.  Great  and  learned  Druyde, 

If  that  divinity,  that  here  prefides. 

Did  ever  comfort  an  unhappy  Sheepherd, 

Vouch fafe  thine  aide  to  offer  him  my  vowes. 

Hircan.  This  certainly  *s  that  Fool  with’s  Paftoral  life,  (afide.) 
Whofe  pleafant  madneffe  is  fo  much  difeours’d. 

May’ft  thou  be  fo  content  as  thy  offerd  vowes 
Ought  to  be  heard,  by  thofe  great  Gods  I  ferve, 

H*fus  and  Tar  amis  are  to  Sheepherds  (unde. 

Lyf.  I  ’mbrace  the  happy  auipicies  to  fee  you. 

And  for  fo  rich  a  bleffing  thank e  my  fate  : 

Daigne  then  to  caft  your  eyes  on  a  poor  Lover, 

All’s  poffible  to  you,  move  but  your  ftaffe. 

And  nature  ftraigbt  is  fubjeft  to  your  Lawes. 

Hircan. He  takes  me  for  a  conjurer.  lie  comply 
With  his  miftake—  Sheepherd  all  {hall  be  well  $ 

T  hy  griefs  (hall  be  redreft  what  ere  the  y  be,  ( makes  a  circle 
All  things  give  way  to  this  myfterious  charm,  with  his  (fane) 
Ask,  and  be  fare  I  can  do  any  thing. 

Ly.  No  Sheepherd’s  fo  unfortunate  as  I, 

By  tn  fatall  fentence  of  a  cruell  power. 

I’m  banifht  from  the  houfe  of  Angelica \ 

So  lofe  Charita ,  and  muft  never  dare 
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Henceforth,  fo  much  as  to  approach  tbofe  walls. 

Hircan.  And  is’t  this  banishment  that  fo  afflids  thee  ? 

Lj¥  Was  ever  Lover  more  feverely  rmni(ht  i 
I,  in  defpaire  of  aid, enter’d  thefe  Woods, 

Againft  me  to  provoke  the  Beares  and  Tygers, 

But  if  by  Magick  skill,  you  {hall  vouchfafe 
To  let  me  fee.my  Love  at  Angelicas, 

By  rendring  me  invifible  or  transform’d.- — 

Hircan. This  is  the  eafieft  fecret  of  my  Art  .• 

All  w'ave  to  do  is  to  difguife  your  fcx, 

To  cheat  the  Nymph,  and  fee  your  Sheepherdefs 
Take  womans  habit3  and  go  thither  weeping. 

Require  them  to  relieve  your  great  misfortune^ 

Fain  that  the  fatall  influence  of  your  flarres.— ^ 

Ljf.  This  Metamorphofis  is  very  PafTrall ; 

So  once  oAttfiraa  did  embrace  Alcaic, 

Not  knowing  that  'twas  Celadon  difguis’d. 

But  to  appeare  a  Maid  indeed,  how  (hall  l 
Be  rid  of  this  excrefcence  of  my  beard? 

How  (hall  1  this  corred  ? 

Hircan  That's  a  flight  Scruple  ; 

Oh — let  thy  beard  alone,  feare  nothing,  I 
Can  by  my  Art  give  thee  the  countenance 
Of  a  yong  Sheepherdeffe,  extremely  faire. 

Thy  maine  fo  modeft,  and  thy  port  fo  taking  i 
(fharita  fcarce  can  be  a  minute  from  thee. 

Then  judge  thy  happinefs,  (hee’s  fure  thine  own. 

Ljf.  What  pnviledge  (hall  I  have  thus  difguis'd  ? 
l  am  impatient  till  it  be  accomplifht. 

Hircan.  Let's  to  my  Palace  to  begin  the  work.  Ex. 

The  end  of  the  fecond 
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A&us  tcrtius.  Soeaa  pruna. 

Enter  Angelica.  Hircan. 

tsfngel,  T  See  at  length  that  Ljfis  company 

JL  Hath  power  to  draw  you  from  your  folitude, 
Allowing  us  excufc  for  our  difguifes, 

While  you  partake  of  our  divertifement. 

Hircan.  I  mult  confeffe  his  folly  is  fo  pleafant. 

It  much  exceeds  all  that  is  fpoken  of  him  : 

For  my  parti  much  wondred  when  I  faw 
My  Sifter  was  a  Sheepherdeffe  for  him, 

And  certain  paftimes  which  {he  then  purfu'd. 

Scarce  could  I  yeild  to  fuch  a  low  defign. 

But  things  unknown  with  injury  are  cenfur’d  : 

And  Ljfit  humour  is  fo  pleafing  to  me. 

That  were  1  not  by’s  error  pre-engag’d, 

I  could  refolve  to  take  the  Crook  up  too ; 

But  yet  I  hope  to  make  you  all  confeffe. 

There  is  fome  pleafure  in  a  Druyd’s  part. 

zAngel.  You  onely  ftudy  then  to  come  off  well ; 

In  Comedies  variety  is  pleafant. 

And  I  am  confident  this  will  be  fo. 

Some  Sjheepherds,  I  a  Nymph,  you  Conjurer. -E 
Hircan .  But  yet  "tis  T  have  made  the  beft  adventure. 
Angel.  Yes  doubtiefs,it  will  be  an  excellent  Scene, 

When  to  appeare  a  Maid  hee  l  think’t  enough. 

To  imitate  the  Geftures,  and  the  Habit. 

Hircan.  Yet  I  did  nothing,  but  with  Ceremony, 

I  pray’d  to  Tharamis ,  invoakt  his  Genius, 

Then  cafting  round  my  eyes  to  ev’ry  place. 

Thrice  to  the  Eaft  I  fixt  my  countenance. 

And  thus  with  a  grimme  look  without  ought  elfe. 

Remov’d  all  obftacles  to  Tranfmutation. 

The  Sheepherd  is  difguis’d  without  fufpition, 

And  th’  better  to  afiift  me  to  delude  him ; 

The  Metamorphofis  was  finifht,  as 

E  % 
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Montenor  with  my  Sifter  did  arrive. 

Who  inftantly  perceiving  my  defigne. 

So  well  referv’d  their  countenance,  they  treat 
Him  for  a  Maid  without  the  laft  fufpition  •• 

And  thus  our  enterprife  fucceeded  rarefy, 

Angel  Faith  you  provide  us  very  excellent  fport. 
Hircan.  If’ C  ravifh  not,  at  ieaft,’twill  make  ye  laugh* 
But  now  to  perfonaie  the  Sheepherdeffe, 

Faire  Nymph, you  know  what  tis  we  have  to  doe. 

Angel'  Yes,  i  know  well  of  what  me  muft  accufe  him:. 
Hir .  Sure  heel  be  very  defp  rate  in’s  defence, 

When  I  to  aid  him  (liall  employ  my  engine. 

This  Hall  is  moft  convenient  for  the  purpofej 
Vlyif.es  troubles,  reprefented  here, 

W.nl  furnifti  pretty  lights  to  my  invention, . 


S  C  E  N  E  IT. 

Enter  to  them  Clarimond,  Charita* 

&4ngeU\  thought  I’d  loft  ye,  and  was  much  perplext, 

CUr.  Wc  took  the  Aire  upon  the  Fountains  fide. 

While  you  and  Hircan  have  refolved  how 
Extravagant  Lyfis  muft  be  entertain’d. 

Angel.  And  did  the  breath  of  Zephyrw  delight  ye  ? 

CUr.  My  Sheepherdefs  did  make  it  pleafant  to  me. 

Angel .  Your  cares  are  conftant. 

Char.  D’ye  wonder  at  it  ? 

Did  ever  any  fee  me,  and  forfake  me  ? 

Angel.  CUrimonci  gives  good  evidence  of  that. 

Char .  To  whom  more  juftly  could  he  render  homage  ■?? 

I  dare  engage  with  lefs  baits  heretofore, 

Fauns  were  from  Woods  by  Shecpherdeffes  drawn# 

I  have  a  quick,  fweet  look  — 

Angel  And  a  vain  humour. 

Char.  Not  without  reafon,  T  come  from  the  Fountaine? 
Whofe  moving  Chriftail  fince  I  have  confulted, 

A  little  vanity,  may  be  allow’d  me. 

•  Angel  Sure  it  flatter'd. 

Qhar,  Not  fo  much  as  you  think2 .  Bus 
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But  guefle  whom  I  am  like  in  our  Romances : 

What’s  rare,  there  by  a  Paft'rall  pencill  drawn. 

Is  all  but  Copy ,  Tm  th*  Originall, 

In  this  difguife  iam  nothing  but  is  lovely  , 

I  furpafle  Philis,  if  not  equal]  Aftrea. 

Angel  You  highly  prize  your  felfe  in  my  opinion. 

Hircan.  Charita  is  too  faire  to  fpeak  otherwife, 

The  beft  of  Beauties  may  commend  it  felfe. 

Char .  So  wife  a  Druyde;  Who  would  not  believe  ? 

Clar.  1  credit  but  my  heart  in  this  great  Truth, 

But  as  y’ave  no  defeds,  fo.be  not  cruell : 

And  to  my  per  fed  love  vouchfafe  to  grant 
A  favour  to  adorne  my  Crook —  this  (hall 
Suffice—  (He  fnatches  at  a  Ribbon^  and 

Charita flops  his  hand.) 

Angel.  What  doth  this  Sheepherd  from  Arcadia  ? 

Exprefly  come  to  honour  you  in  Brie , 

And  you  refufe  him  that  ?  Y'are  ftr*ngely  cruell. 

Char.  Can  he  complain?  I  give  when  he  demands,  (giving  him 
Clar.  Willingly?  aknoc\.) 

Char.  Yes,  frankly  Philirit,  without  difguife, 

Provided  Clarimona  have  no  (hare  in  it. 

Clar .  Why  that  Referve  fo  contrary  to  my  vowes  ? 

Explaine  your  felfe  for  Love- fake. — 

Char.  It  needs  not. 

Clar.  But  in  fine— 

Char.  No  more,  here's  Mmtenor. 

9  %  (cs? 


Sc  H  N  E  III. 

Enter  to  them  Montenor. 
Hircan.  Well  gentle  Sheepherd. 

Mon.  Sifter  do  you  think 
Lyfis  the  Sheepherdeffe  is  come  to  fee  you  ? 
Lacida  brings  her— and  you  faire  Charita-r - 
I  pray  prepare  your  felfe  to  entertain  her. 
Char.  Be  confident  I  will  doe  what  I  can; 

E3> 


(To  a, Angelic .) 
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He  is  confirm'd  then  of  his  Tranformation. 

Mon.  He  relies  wholly  upon  Hire  an  s  skill 

We  then  fnall  fee  th'effeds :  Where  left  ye  him  ? 
Mon.  Some  thirty  paces  hence  i  came  before. 

Hircan .  He  go  then  and  prepare  what’s  to  be  done. 

It’s  very  neceffary  I  withdraw, 

Left  if  he  finde  me  here,  he  fiiould  fufpeft 
My  art,  that  hitherto  has  hit  fo  well. 

I  muft  appeare  like  a  Magician  here.  Ex. 

Angel.  That  you  may  then  avoid  him,  go  this  way , 

I  heare  Luc  Ida's  tongue,  th’  are  in  the  court. 

What  do  you  ow  to  this  excefs  of  Love  ?  (TVCharita.) 

Char.  In  Faftorals  I  (hall  be  very  famous. 

Mon.  Anfelm  knowes  nothing  of  this  Raillery.  - 
sAngel.  He'll  be  fu^priz’d  then  with  the  more  delight. 

Let’s  here  our  Sheepherdefs’s  complement. 

See,  there  (he  is.— 


Scene  IV. 

Enter  to  them  Lucid,  md  Lyfis  like  a  Sheepherdejfe. 

Char.  A  very  comely  perfon  ! 

Angel .  Fie  laugh  no  more,in  faith  you’l  fpoile  the  Scene  : 

All  contain  your  felves. 

Lucid .  Fair  Nymph  to  whom  the  Gods  (To  Angel.) 

The  moft  myfterious  Secrets  doe  impart; 

In  this  unhappy  Maid  you  fee  the  Signes 
Of  griefs,  which  they  have  deftin’d  you  to  heale. 

Thus  faith  great  Hircan ;  and  I  took  the  care, 

(Following  his  order)  to  condud  her  hither. 

Ang. She  is  moft  welcom  from  fo  great  a  Druyde.  (embra¬ 

cing  Lyfis.) 

Lj.  You  much  oblige  a  diftrefs’d  Sheepherdefs,  (imitating 

the  voice  andgefture  of  a  maid.) 
Who  will  conclude  her  cruel  fate  moft  mild. 

If  file  may  have  that  blefting  to  be  with  you; 

And  that  is  all  fhe  begs. 


Char . 
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C^r.  Grant  her  defire* 

To  live  among  us  Nymph  (he  is  prepar’d. 

If  you  love  our  content  refufe  her  not, 

Moft  taking  perfon  1 

Angel .  She  has  excellent  features. 

Char .  What  you  fay  nothing  ?  (To  Clarimond.) 

Clar .  I  know  what  I  think  ; 

My  debt  to  you  impos'd  this  filence  on  me. 

Char .  No,  Philiri*  may  e’en  do  what  he  pleafe , 

And  yet  he  muft  be  juft  to  this  rare  beauty, 

That  excellently  faire,  deferves  his  homage , 

See  what  quick  beams  are  fcatter'd  from  her  face, 

What  eyes  more  faire  ere  captivated  hearts  ? 

Ljf  Faire  Sheepherdefie,  pray  fpare  my  modefty, 

Youle  elfe  foone  raife.  Vermilion  on  my  cheeks. 

Angel.  So  faire  and  perfeft,  all  muft  needs  commend  you. 

Xj/.Far  (hort  of  meriting  fuch  Eulogies*.  ( Pointing  at  Char.) 
I’m  but  a  Star  compar'd  to  that  bright  Sun. 

Lucid.  Perhaps  you  would  boaft  more  of  your  perfeftions., 

Did  you  fpend  fewer  teares  in  their  poffefiion. 

Angel.  And  what  lad  objeft  can  provoke  her  teares  ? 

Lj .  To  underftand  it  Nymph,  hear  my  misfortunes. 

If  the  injurious  Starre  that  rul’d  my  birth,  .  c  f 

Had  alwaies  had  for  me  kind  influence, 

I  had  appear’d  here  in  as  high  condition. 

As  fplendour  of  illuftrions  bloud  allowes. 

For  I  was  born  a  DamYel  (thanks  to  Heaven) 

As  you  now  fee  me  reafonably  faire, 

And  fuch,  that  truly  from  my  yo.ungeft  yeares, 

I  won  the  hearts  of  many  thoufand  Servants. 

(Sad  memory,  which  onely  ferves  t’affiid  me  1 ) 

1  was  ft y I’d  every  where  faire  Celimem , 

And  by  that  famous  name  did  fweetly  ravifii, 

Eclipfing  many  beauties  that  then  (hind;  j 
But  cruel  Atropos  killing  my  Father,  I 
Was  foon  conftrain’d  to  be  a  Sheepherdeffe : 

I  needs  muft  yeild  to  force,  and  then  affum’d 
To  pleafe  my  Tyrants,  the  name  of  eAmarillis3 
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Poore  Amarillu,  whom  miferies  in  Troups, 

Pardon  my  fighs  that' intercept  my  voice. 

1  can  no  farther  go. — 
a  ar.  A  pretty  ftory. 

Lucid.  She  and  my  Brother  have  agreed  to  this,  (to  Charit. 
Lj.  But —  this  my  forme,  to  me  alone  unhappy, 

Unchang’d  beheld  the  fad  change  of  my  fortune, 

So  far  from  leaving  me  in  this  new  habit. 

That  tis  fame  filled  all  our  villages , 

All  prais’d  to  envy,  the  new  Sheepherdefs : 

Ev’ry  one  ftrove  to  fee  me,  and  to  pleafe  me. 

Happy  till  now — but  oh — this  high  report 
Tivited  three  foule  Satyrs  from  the  Woods, 

The  infamies  of  whofe  lafcivious  loves 

Were  eccho'd  every  day  through  all  our  ftreames. 

And  thefe,  to  violate  my  chaftitv, 

Dogg’d  me  in  every  place  to  ravifh  me  ; 

And  as  laft  night  I  to  the  Fountain  went, 

Without  the  Sheepherd  Filenc ,  in  their  fnares 
They  caught  me — This  hath  taft  me  at  your  feet, 

Thefe  foule  Goat-footed  Fiends,  the  Nymphs  obey  : 

Purge  then  from  that  bafe  race  ore  facred  Grovesj 
Their  whole  employment  is  difhonourable  . 

All  that  they  do’s  injurious  and  immodeft. 

Preferve  the  fame  of  my  Virginity : 

Once,  twice,  and  thrice  on  this  I  do  depend  : 

Purge  me  from  Satyrs,  and  l  fhall  be  fpotlefs* 

Angel .  Your  fate  is  cruell —  but  yet  ceafe  to  grieve , 

You  here  have  met  with  a  fafe  San&uary  : 

The  higheft  infolence,  within  this  palace 
Dares  not  attempt  your  Chaftitiej  live  here, 

From  trouble  free,  Charit  a  fhall  take  care 
Of  thofe  diverfions  are  need  full  for  you. 

Will  you  accept  of  her  good  companie? 

Lj.  Her  affability  fpeaKs  lo  high  for  her. 

That  inftead  of  refufing  I  will  ftrive 
To  follow  her,  as  (hadowes  do  their  bodies* 

And  night  and  day,  if  Pm  fo  bleft,  to  pleafe  her. 
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Char .  D’ye  doubt  it,  faire  and  Vertuous  Shcephcrdefs  > 

How  all  my  fenfes  are  tranfported!  thus 
To  be  poffeft  of  Amaryllis  heart  l 
This  glorious  Modeil  of  fupremeft  Beauty  I 
This  Starre  1  —  :  1 

Ly.  Referve  thefe  titles  for  your  felf ; 

If  any  thing  in  me  feem9  radiant  here, 

.  *Tis  by  refledion  of  your  eyes,  faire  Sun  l 

Clar.  If  you  talk  more,  by  thefe  your  kindneffes,  ( to  Lyfis,) 
You'l  robb  me  of  my  Miftris  heart,  I  feare  : 

Come’tis  enough. 

Char.  Indeed  you  may  be  jealous, 

Having  gain'd  Amaryllis  I  fcorn  you? 

Clar.  By  this  you  may  oblige  me  to  change  too. 

Char.  T*  enjoy  an  Angel,  I  fhall  lofe  a  Mortall. 

Clar.  Is  then  my  fervice  of  fo  little  value  ? 

Angel.  Let  us  end  this  difcourfe.  Here's  Folidore . 


Scene  V. 

Enter  to  them  Anfekn. 

We  complained  Sheepherd  of  your  too4ong  abfence* 

Anfel.  In  that  I'm  honour'd,  and  if  I  difpenfe— 

But  O  ye  Gods I 

Angel.  What  Sheepherd,  y'are  furpris’d  ? 

What  is't  that  troubles  you  fo  fuddenly  > 

Anfel.  A  fudden  brightneffe  having  ftruck  my  fight. 

My  fenfes  all  are  charm’d,  my  foul  diSurb'd  l 
What  Sheepherdefs  is  that  ?  -  > 

Mon.  Do  ye  not  know 
The  late  felicities  prepar’d  for  us  > 

And  that  fair  Amaryllis  hath  made  choice 
Of  thefe  our  coafts,  t’embrace  the  care  of  flock*  ? 

Anf.  Moft  glorious  coaftsloh  fpend  here  all  your  daiesj  (to  Zj.) 
The  Spring  to  pleafe  you  here  (hall  ever  reigne, 

Many  new  Flowers  in  the  plaines  lhall  rife. 

'  F  Ly. 
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Ly.  Excufe  me,  for  I  talk  to  my  Companion  - 
Having  heard  nothing,  I  {hall  anfwer  nothing. 

Ang.  In  fine,pray  let’s  know  wherefore  we  loft  you,  (to  Anf.) 
What  bufinefs  made  you  disappear  fo  long? 

Mnfel.  I  wasextreamly’troubled  for  poore  Ljfu%  * 

Left  after  your  Decree  fatall  defpaire 
Might  make  his  Rival  happy  in  his  death; 

So  to  prevent  his  violence  on  hir-nfelf, 

I  ran  thorough  all  the  Woods  with  extream  care, 

But  can  learn  nothing  of  him,  and  I  feare 
’  The  ftreams  of  Marne  have  finifhed  his  fate. 

Char.  So  after  lelfe  injuftice  £eladon 
Sought  in  the  flouds  of  Lignon  a  Precipice ; 

Doubtleffe  hee’s  dead —  oh  this  guilty  beauty  ! 

Angel .  But  y  are  too  quick  thus  to  conclude  him  dead.. 

Char.  A  fecret  horrour  which  doth  feize  my  minde. 

Of  this  fad  accident’s  a  lure  prefage 
To  me,  that  he  is  drown’d  —  oh  envious  fates  1 

Angel.  The  goodneffe  of  the  Gods  could  not  permit  it. 

Lj<  He’l  be  their  care,  believe  it  SheepherdefTe  j 
He  hath  found  neceftary  aid,  lie  warrant. 

Some  Nymph  or  other  will  reftore  him  to  you. 

Char.  Alas,  my  dear  Companion,  Tve  loft  all. 

He  doubtlefie  did  deferve  a  better  end,  '• 

For  of  all  Sheepherds  he  was  themoft  faithful!. 

Ljf.  His  name  was  brought  even  to  our  Villages,  * 

Where  all  extolfd  him  for’s  fidelity. 

Char.  Deare  Amaryllis,  had  you  knowne  him,  he 
Was  the  moft  perfed  Sheepherd  Heav’n  ere  faw  5 
His  extream  mildnefs,  grace,  and  his  demeanour, 

W ould  have  conftrain’d  you  to  have  wifli’d  him  well, 

.  He  gain’d  all  hearts  1 

Clar.  For  Love-  fake  be  contented. 

You  lofe  a  Lover,  and  I  fill  his  place. 

The  homage  which  I  pay  to  your  divine.^ 

Char.  Away  vile  Sheepherd  fpeakmo  more  to  me  * 

Thy  journy  from  Arcadia  caus’d  my  grief, 

Dcftroy’d  my  quiet  and  my  Sheepherds  life, 
ln£o  thefe  flouds  that  drown  my  happinefs  ’  *  ,  Thom 
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Thou,  and  thy  love  did  me  precipitate.  (weeps.) 

Clar .  Modrate thy  paffion. 

CW,  Doft  thou  defire  it  ?  Then 
Remove  thy  prefence  from  my  juft  difpleafure, 

Clar .  Ever  fo  full  of  rigour  ? 

CW/Tisrefolved«. 

CUr .  Thus  to  endure  unjuft  difdaines  too  much. 

Ingratefull  Sheepherdeffe,  refped  till  now. 

Made  me  fupprefie  my  flame,  now ’t  muft  break  forth. 

And  I  affirm,  to  brave  your  fury,  that 

My  heart  and  eyes  are  fenfible  as  yours.  ( turns  to  LyfifI) 

Faire  Amaryllis,  the  mildnefle  of  your  charmes. 

Force  me  with  pleafure  thus  toyeild  my  felf, 

I  break  your  former  chaines  t’obey  your  lawes : 

What,  you  look  down  ?  Give  me  at  leaft  an  anfwer ; 

Allow  fome  hope  unto  my  am'rous  foule. 

Ly.  Maids  are  aftiamM  to  hear  difcourfe  of  love. 

Approve  my  filence,  or  elfe  change  your  Theme. 

jfflar.  Oh  wonder  1  Beauty  fatal  to  my  reft. 

How  from  thofe  Rofie  lips  one  kifs  obtain’d. 

Would  eafe  the  Wounds  which  that  faire  eye  hath  given  me  1 
Ly.  Keep  your  defignes  in  bounds  of  honefty  : 

Y ou  injure  much  my  modefty,  I  ought  * 

To  keep  my  felf  as  chaft  as  is  ‘JDiana. 

CUr .  One  kiffe  is  lawful ;  What  power  interdicts  it  > 

Ly .  I  and  Charita  mutually  may  kifs. 

Without  thecenfure  of  incontinence  , 

This  fign  of  iove  to  us  is  lawful,  but 
To  kifs  a'  Sheepherd  who  doth  authorize  it  ? 

Ly>  Yet  having  none  but  chaft  defigns  for  you,  ( offering  to  kifs 
I  fure  may  fwear  it  upon  thefe  fair  hands.  hu  hand.) 

Ly .  Away  Prophane,  thy  fault’s  without  compare. 

You  may  as  well  a  Veftal  touch  as  me. 

Angel.  YouJloferefpe&Sir.^-  (to  Clarimorid.,) 

CUr.  I  confeffe  I  do. 

But  who  knows  what  he  does,  that  dies  for  love  ? 

Angel.  You  ought— bat  Gods  1  howls  my  foul  dpnfounded  > 
Mine  eyes  deluded,  or  I  fee  a  Satyr. 

Mi,  '  F  2  ScH  N 
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Scene  VI. 

Enter  (to  them )  three  of  Montenors  Servants, 
dif gulfed  like  Satyrs. 

Sat.  Be  not  amaz’d,  fair  Nymphs,  that  we  do  now* 
To  haunt  your  Palaces,  forfake  our  Woods, 

Friends  of  Tatstates,  and  Demi-Gods  of  Nature. 

We  foon  perceiv’d  that  we  were  injured. 

And  hither  we  are  come  with  juft  difpleafure. 

To  demand  juftice  for  your  felves  and  us. 

Angel.  ’Gainft  whofoere  it  be  you  fhall  receive  it  ; 
Sat .  From  Amaryllis  fnareswewould  fecureyou. 
I/y.My  fnares?  what’s  that  you  filthy  ugly  Leacher> 
Angel.  Pray,  without  injury,  let’s  hear  him  out. 

Sat.  The  falfe  report  of  that  perfidious  foul 
Made  you  believe  that  fhe-is  chaft,  as  faire. 

And  that  that  glorious  Lamp,  which  gives  us  light. 

If  he  fhine  brighter,  yet  .  he  is  leffe  pure ; 

But  we  muft  tell  you,  her  incontinence. 

With  great  God  PanjdW  now  hath  paft  in  filence, 
And  our  refpedt  made  us  endure  it,  as  loath 
Tofpeak  of  it,  at  all,toherdifhonour ; 

But  fince  with  too  much  vice  difpleafing  him. 

She  with  the  God  Sylvanm  was  fur  pris’d. 

And  with  a  Faun  too  in  Adultery, 

Sh’  hath  arm’d  your  indignation  againft  us. 
Deceiving  you  by  a  bafe  Artifice  : 

We  therefore  hither  came  to  beg  your  juftice. 

Angel.  Then  anfwer  Sheepherdeffe.  ( to  Lyfis  ) 

Ly.  My  heart  ev’n  bleeds  ; 

How  have  I  finned  ?  What  fault  have  I  committed  ? 
This  plot  is  laid  by  envy  ’gainft  my  vertue  : 

Thus  P hoe  dr  a,  ruin’d  chaft  Hyppolytm 
Angel.  Guilty  or  not,  fince  they  accufe  you,  we 
Muft  purge  you  from  fufpition  for  our  honour* 

Ly.  Oh  Chriftian  Chaftity,  clear  Innocence  1 
With  this  attempt,  alas,  they  vow  my  ruine. , 
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Sat.  Such  crimes  as  this  were  never  difavow’d, 

But  inftantly  they  offer’d  proofs  by  fire. 

You  Nymph  do  under ftand  our  Country’s  lawes. 

And  to  what  end  the  facred .  Plate’s  ordain’d  : 

Then  let  her  touch  it  burning,  we  (hall  fee 
If  that  chaft  and  pure  fire  will  fpare  her  body.' 

Char.  What  faiil  Barbarian  ? 

Clar.  Deare  foul  of  my  foule  l  . 

Expofe  thee  Amaryllis  to  the  fire  ? 

Ly.  Leave  me  to  dillipate  their  wild  fufpitions; 

Thus  chaft,  I  fafe  can  walk  on  burning  coales. 

Angel.  This  ancient  cuftome,  although  rigorous, 

Was  never  yet  injurious  to  th’  oppreft  ; 

If  wrongfully  accus'd,  the  fire  will  clear  you. 

Clar .  Why  fhould  I  reverence  this  unjuft  law  h 
Mo,  Amaryllis  falfiy  thus  accufed. 

Shall  ne’re  be  fubjed  to  it,  lie  firft  die  i 
Let’s  fee  who  dares  accufeher? 

Angel.  How  bold  Sheepherd  1 
Will  you  provoke  the  anger  of  the  Gods  ?  f  , 

Clar.  In  this  condition  I  fear  not  their  anger 
My  Gods,  are  my  fair  Sheepherdeffe,  and  Love, 

And  rather  than  lofe  her,  they  may  oblige  me.— 
^».Take  hence  this  infolent  Sheepherd  from  my  fight;  - 


( While  the  Satyrs  remove 
Clarim.  Thunder  ands 
Lightning  is  heard. ) 


Satyrs  away  with  him. 


Ly.  Heavens  1  Earth  revenged 
Th’ opprefle  him  that  defendeth  innocence. 
Unhappy  maid  !  they  envy  that  thou  lived. 
Aid  me  fage  Hire  an,  wifeft  Hire  an  aid  l 
Angel.  Strange  Lightning  i 
Char.  Where  {hall  be  my  Sanduary  ? 

Ly.  I  cannot  ftir  I  am  fo  full  of  feare. 


( All  Jim,  and  Hircan  appear es  in  the  air  - 
v  in  afljingChaire.) 


Scene. 


3» 
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S  c  E  f  fl  VII, 

*  *  J  1  , 

r”'  V  vi  ^  V  ;j,  0  1  -  ‘  ■  ‘ „ / ; f;  i  ,  rk  /  f  l  l  ■  *i  \J  t. 

Enter  Hircan,  Lyfis. 

HJnThus  by  me  Horror  through  thefe  places  flies,  {in  $C  hair.) 
And  I  thofe  dangers  break  to  which  fates  throw  : 

Thee  Amaryllis,  raife  thine  eyes. 

And  th’ Author  of  thy  Tranimutation  know  ; 

Since  every  day  they  threaten  thee, 

I  in  my  flying  chair  come  to  thine  aid; 

Behold!  how  thy  Foes  infolence  is  ftaid. 

And  fee  how  my  approach  they  flee. 

And  how  the  feares  of  death  do  make 
Their  vanquifht  fury  all  its  force  forfake  t 
Ly .  Vouchfafe,  illuftrious  and  learned  Judge, 

To  free  me  from  a  trial  forc’d  upon  me.  i 

Hire  an.  I  know’t  but  little  could  their  force  prevail. 

For  thou  art  chaft,  and  haft  orecome  the  fire. 

Ly.  Yes,  I  as  Amaryllis ,  had  prevail’d  ; 

But  having  once  confulted  with  my  foul, 

I  fear’d  your  charms  enfeebled  by  the  fire,  ,  ,  >1  :  .  • 

I  fhould  be  Lyfis  more  than  ^Amaryllis. 

Hire  an.  Fear  not ;  I  come  through  midft  ?of  clouds,  and  croft 

( def :  ending  upon  the  Stage.) 
An  hundred  unknown  paths  in  this  my  chair. 

Ly.  Is  the  way  fafe  ? 

Hircan.  Y es — but  it  will  be  beft 
That  for  prevention  you  blind  your  eyes. 

Ly.  I  willingly  obey  the  wifeft  Druyde,  {mounting  the  Chair. ) 
Whofe  will  commands  ore  the  decrees  of  Fate.  ( afeends .) 

Hir .  Tis  time  to  part,  up  and  take  courage,  know 
No  dangers  dare  affront  thee  where  I  gov 

The  end  of  the  third  AU.  *  \ 


A&us, 
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Adus  quartus.  Scsena  prima* 

ifoterHircan,  Anfelm. 

HircM.  TTls  eyes  betray  the  fecrets  of  his  foule, 

X  iTh’  have  more  than  once  inform’d  me  of  his  flame, 
And  I've  too  well  obferv’d  Lucida  s  love 
Alone  engag’d  him  to  become  a  Sheepherd, 

So  that  from  the  firft  moment  that  l  knew  it, 

I  fed  his  fires  in  fuff ’ring  them  to  rife ; 

And  I  can  now  no  more,  without  injuftice, 

Forget  a  fecret  promifed  confent, 

Montenors  worthy,  but,  for  all  his  merit, 

Th’  intreft  of  my  Sifter  more  weighs  with  me ; 

I  am  her  Brother,  and  file  mu  ft  remember,  # 

That  though  (he  give  her  felf,  he  cannot  have  her, 

Anfel.  Think  not  that  his  extream  affedion 
Would  imploy  any  but  himfeife  to  gain  her ; 

And  in  that  conqueft  he  prefum’d  his  ftrong 
Endeavours  (hould  prevaile ’bove  humane  Empire: 

Bfit  do  he  what  he  can,  a  brother’s  needfull 
To  force  that  duty  fo  refolv'd  in  filence, 

And  which,  though  you  confent  not,  will  not  fufter 
A  fighefcape,  that  may  deted  his  fecret. 

Hircan.  If  this  foie  obftacle  thwart  his  defires. 

He  ought  to  praife  th’effed  of  a  fair  caufe  : 

But  lie  take  order  ftrait  to  ftop  its  progrefs. 

Anfel.  For  mine  own  int’reft,  I  prefume  to  prefs  you. 

For  (if  I  muft  explain  my  felfe)  I  iaw 
Lefs  in  my  felf,  tha  n  in  fair  Angelica  5 
I  adore  her,  and  her  brother  aids  my  vowes. 

But  yet  to  crown  them  he  muft  firft  be  happy : 

That’s  paflion  finding  kind  effeds,  may  let  him  j 
See,  without  Envy-,  my  Felicity. 

Hircan .  Heel  fee  it  doubtlefs,  and's  contented  mind 
Shall  have  that  fair  fuccefs  your  love  attends : 

But  now  Tis  time  our  Paft’rail  Sports  give  way 
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To  pleafures  of  a  nobler  quality. 

Ljfis  too  much  is  fool’d,  and  w’ave  too  long  j 

Cherifht  an  Errour  which  ere  this  had  ended,  | 
AnJeL  Your  Art's  incapable  of  fuch  a  cure. 

Hircan.  Yet  'tis  by  that  I  make  him  tradable  : 

In  our  laft  Scene  he  fo  rely’d  upon  me. 

That  in  a  flying  Chair  I  fent  him  home. 

Anfel.  Yet  more  of  esfmarjllii  ? 

Hire  an.  Somewhat  of  Myfterie 
Made  up  the  charm  and  fpoil’d  the  Sheepherdefs : 

Then  with  a  fecret  Spell's  unerring  power, 

I  was  to  force  the  Nymph  to  entertain  him. 

You  know  the  entertainment,  what  addrefs 
He  made  to's  Miftrifs  in  that  interview. 

Which  mov’d  her  on  the  fidion  of  his  death 
To  fpeak,and|£ountenance  his  airy  Fables. 

Anfel .  He’s  very  full  of  them. 

Hire  an*  Th’  are  all  his  ftudy  :  —  v 

But  as  I  long  to  be  alone  again. 

Char  it  a,  who  I  fee's  arriv'd  i'ch’  Park, 

Is  a  faire  obftacle  to  one  would  mufe, 

I  therefore  muft  avoid  her —  fare  ye  well. 

Anfel,  'Tis  a  dark  folitory  humour,  this. 


Scene  II. 

Enter  (to  him)  Charita,Lucida. 

*-Anfel.  What,  without  Lyfis  beauteous  Sheepherdefs 
Char. The  Nymph  i'th'  Hall  at  leifure  entertains  him. 
Where  Maugre  all  his  love  refped  retaines  him  : 

But  why  doth  Hircan  {Turn  us  with  fuch  cares? 

Anfel.  Faith  he’s  injurious  to  fharita  s  beauty. 

Char.  But  lie  be  fatisfied  fince’t  has  no  witnefs. 

Lucid.  ’Tis  folitude  that  bufies  all  his  care. 

And  any  paftime  that's  without  himfelf. 

Is  a  great  torment  to  his  mufing  minde. 
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AnfeL  You  will  not  find  it  in  that  kind  content,  (to  Lucid.) 
Which  he  gives  freely  to  an  happy  Lover, 

Montenor. — 

Lucid.  Sifter  pray  admire  with  me,  (to  Charica  ) 

That  Plain,  which  gives  us  here  fo  fwcet  a  profped. 

Char.  But — •  Sifter  there  is  myftery  in  this  language. 

Does  your  mind  wander  wi$£  your  eyes  or  no  ? 

What,  you  blufh  ? 

Lucid.  Pifh  away. 

£kar.  Well,  I  pardon 
The  fo  fecret  diforder  of  your  heart : 

I  fine. —  (fflAnfeim.) 

Lucid.  You  credit  then  this  Barber's  talk  ? 

Anfet.  No,no,  give  no  belief  to  what  I  fay. 

Farewell,  He  feek  one  that  in  this  affaire. 

Shall  have  more  Rhetorick  to  perfwade  you :  I 
At  leaft  am  fare,  upon  fuch  pleafing  terms, 

Montenor  rather  will  hear  me  than  you.  Sxit¥ 


Scene  III. 

Manent  Charita ,  Lucida. 

Char .  But  Sifter,  is  he  gone  without  more  words  >  ^  <} 

Lucid .  I  endure  all  from  you  who  onely  feek 
To  laugh. — 

Char.  Indeed —  but  let  us  fpeak  in  earneft ; 

Let’s  call  him  back  again  t’explain  himfelfi 
L>  cid.  Wherefore  fhould  I  defire  his  explanation  ? 

Char.  Oh  the  fad  Vertue  that  now  ftings  thy  mind  I 
Doth  Montenor  y  in  all  his  fervice  to  you. 

Shew  mean  effefts  of  an  indifferent  zeal  ? 

Lucid.  If  I  believe  his  fighs,  I  reign  in’s  foul.  '  \ 

Char.  Doubtlefc  you  are  ingrateful  to  his  flame. 

Lucid.  And  wherefore  fhould  his  hopes  by  me  be  flatter’d  ? 
Can  he  be  ignorant  of  what  s  my  defires  ? 

If  he  hath  gain'd  mj  Brother,  what  needs  more  ? 
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Char.  Indeed  this  modeft  anfwer  fits  our  times ; 

Its  worthy  you,  and  I  my  felfe  efteem  it ; 

But  'mong  our  (elves  let's  lay  by  all  difguife ; 
Confefs  with  me  our  mindes  are  eafily 
Led  thither,  whither  we  defire  to  go, 

And  that  they  need  not  ftruggle  for  obedience, 
When  as  cur  Duty,  and  our  Love  agree. 

But  when  chat  Love,  which  does  command  in  chief, 
Finds  in  that  Duty  that  which  would  deprefs  it, 

It  quickly  cures  us  of  that  ancient  errour. 

Which  would  debarre  us  to  difpofe  our  hearts. 

No,  no,  if  Montenor  could  not  have  pleas'd  you. 

Ye  would  not  in  that  choice  believe  a  brother  : 
Your  flames  would  finde  a  very  weak  fupport, 

If  they  were  fed  but  by  another's  order 

Lucid.  You  do  afiault  me  with  fuch  cunning, that 
At  length  you  force  me  to  conftfs  my  weaknefs" 

I  love  him,  and  my  heart  before  pofTeft , 

With  love's  perplext. 

Char.  Is  the  great  fecret  out  ? 

And  why  fhould  love  in  this  our  age,  in  us 
Be  weaknefs,  and  a  vertue  in  the  men  ? 

Why  fhould  we  blufh  at  our  fo  faultlefs  flames  ? 
Do  we  want  eyes  to  fee,  or  hearts  to  love  ? 

I  know  that  ancient  modefly  requir’d, 

We  (hould  feem  (hie  even  at  the  name  of  Love, 

And  if  a  fervant  do  pretend  to  court  us, 

We  mud  cry  out  before  we  hear  him  fpeak: 

But  though  w’impofe  a  filence  on  thefe  fweets, 

We  nothing  leffe  feek  than  obedience ; 

And  any  fervant  would  court  us  but  ill. 

Who  to  talk  Gazets  fhould  fupprefs  his  love. 

Thofe  kinde  refufalls  to  hear  no  fuch  language. 

Are  but  faire  invitations  to  fay  more. 

In  fine,  we  all  defire  that  they  fhould  love  us, 

And  often  run  by  fecret  plots  to  meet  them. 

Lucid.  Gods !  you  know  all. 

Char.  More,  happily,  than  you, 
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But  your  defires  contented  make  lefs  (hew : 

Yet  fince  that  love  is  ready  now  to  fix  you, 
lie  gather  flowers  to  compofe  your  Garland. 

Lucid.  If  Love  oblige  you  to  compofe  a  Garland, 

He'l  give  it  by  your  hands  to  Clarimond , 

And  fee  how  full  of  joy  he  comes  to  take  it. 

Char .  And  yet  in  love  Lucida  muft  know  nothing. 

Lucid.  No,  l  know  nothing  but  the  common  rule,  ( going  out.) 
That  to  two  Lovers  any  third's  a  trouble.  Exit . 


Scene  IV. 

Enter  Clarimond.  ( Smiling  as  he  approaches  Charita  J 

*Tis  (he—  I  fee  her  gath’ring  heaps  of  Flowers 
In  this  ennameird  Park,  of  divers  colours. 

Char.  Th'approach  is  Paft’rall,but  my  new  Ft  lent 
I’ve  right  to  anfwer  as  your  cruell  Sjlvia . 

Take  heed. — 

Clar.  How  carelefly  you  heare  thefe  lines. 

Without  a  thought  of  him  that  lent  ’em  me  : 

He  was  unhappy,  but  I  hope  Khali 

Once  touch  the  heart  of  my  fair  Sheepherdefle. 

Char .  ’Tis  not  of  ftone,  and  your  continuall  cares 
Deferve  efteem,  perhaps  a  little  more : 

But  whither  can  the  flames  that  rule  us  go  > 

Somtimes  we  wi(h  a  Lover  would  daign  it. 

That  he  may  force  our  hearts,  and  that  his  fires  . 

Surprized  by  a  look  may  read  the  fecrets.— 

Clar.  Too  happy  Clarimond  !  what  canft  pretend  > 

Char.  Let  not  our  want  of  undemanding  make  us 
Miftake,  and,  if  your  freedome  anfwers  mine. 

Let’s  divide  Philiris  from  Clarimond. 

Clar .  But  what  proceedings  yours  can  equalize. 

To  make  one  happy,  and  rejed  the  other  ? 

Char.  You  eafily  may  guefs  the  reafon  ;  one’s 
A  Courtier,  t’other  is  a  fimple  Sheepherd. 
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For  me,  if  I  may  their  defence  aflume, 

I  ever  lov’d  the  freedome  of  the  Sheepherds ; 

Thofe  cheating  outfides  of  your  begging  fighs, 
Thofe  fo  well  ftudyed,  languifhingafpe&s, 

Thofe  affedations  of  a  wandring  minde. 

Are  not  the  colours  which  their  love  appeares  in  : 
They  exprefTe  themfelvesin  a-ferener  aire, 

And  when  they  vow  they  love,  they  love  indeed. 
And  in  the  fvveet  tranfporcs  of  guilrieflfe  flames,  j 

They  promile  nothing  which  the  heart  denies. 

And  fo  when  kindly  Philiris  affur*d  me, 

That  ore  his  captiv’d  heart  I  reign’d  alone. 

Not  fearing  to  be  facrsfic'd  to  fraud, 

I  cold  him  that  I  fomething  did  believe. 

But  f&rre  from  a  refolve  to  flatter  him 
In  hrs  defires —  If  CUrimondd pakethus* 

With  more  referve,  and  more  retention. 

Clar .  Oh  pray,purfue  not  a  difcourfe  that  kils  me ; 
And,  lince  his  freedom  anfwers  for  hts  faith, 

Let  Phil  iris  now  fpeak  for  £larimondy 
For  he  will  keep  his  paffion  very  fecret; 

If  Phil  iris  dares  not  to  interpret  it, 

Under  that  borrowed  name  which  he  affumes. 

He  opens  you  his  foule,  and  fpeaks  his  heart. 

And  his  pure  flame,  afpiring  to  extreams. 

When  he  does  fay  he  loves,  he  loves  you  truly* 
Char.  This  fatisfies  not  what  I  ow  my  felf, 

To  dare  to  credit  Clar  mend  on  his  Faith, 

No,  no :  his  for  his  honour,  he  fweares  to  me. 

That  nothing’s  comparable  to  what  he  fuffers. 

But  all  that- 1  can  do,  mine  not  engag’d. 

Is  to  endui  e  complaint,  and  not  believe. 

Clar .  Are  you  then  doubtful!  of  fo  true  a  flame  ? 

Char.  To  wi(h  it  fo,  1  am  too  juft,  for  know 
I  Clarimnd do  underftand,  at  Court 
Tis  Vcrtue  a  ntly  to  diffemble  Love 
That  it  is  gallant  to  declare  to  all, 

You  are  a  friend  to  th*  Brown  as  well  as  Faire, 
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A  nd  without  giving  bounds  to  your  defires,  ; 

Y our  fighs  can  menage  as  you  fee  occafion. 

Clar.  Oh  ceafe  to  injure  the  fincereft  flame, 

T  hat  pureft  love  ere  kindled  in  a  foule  j . 

Do  I  infenfible  of  conftant  love 
On  all  occafions,  divide  my  heart  ? 

And  figh  in  every  place  at  any  objed  ? 

Char .  I  know  that  nothing’s  eafisr  than  to  fay  fo. 

And  flatter  thus  our  foolifh  vanity  , 

That  breeds  in  us  too  much  credulity. 

Clar.  Thus  to  perM  fo  long  in  vain  alarms, 

Xs  to  diftruft  the  power  of  your  Beauty, 

’Tis  true,  to  pleafc  an  hundred  fevTall  objeds,  £ 

Men  may  diflfemble  wounds  they  never  had, 

That  it  is  eafie  ftill  to  fay  I  love  you. 

But  you  may  know  ’tis  not  the  fame  with  you. 

And  tis  impofiible  to  fee  your  face, 

And  fay  I  love  you,  and  not  love  you  truly. 

Char.  And  would  you  have  me  to  believe  you  now  ? j 
But  fee  our  Foole. 

Clar.  Bafe.  hindrance  to  my  Joy  l 

CW.To  vex  him  for  the  mifchief  he  hath  done  you, 

I  will  abufe  him  with  pretended  fleep : 

Farewell,  leave  me  alone,  I  think  Tis  beft 

That  you  and  I  be  not  furprizTl  together*  ~ 

CUr.  But — 

Char .  Leave  me  T  fay,  or  I  (hall  break  with  you. 

( She  lies  down  upon  the  grajfe  pretending  to  Jleep) 
Clar.  And  mull  this  foole  difturb  fuch  pleafing  minutes  ?  ^ 
But  to  pleafe  my  ^harita.  He  avoid  him. 

And  let  her  fport  wich  his  extravagance.  Exit* 


Scene  V. 

E  nter  Lyfis,  Charita. 

Lj.  Sweet  places,  where  my  Sun  beneath  your  (had<v 
Having  fcorch’d  me,  repairs  to  take  the  aire, 

G  $  Thought 
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Though  to  belightned  be  your  great  advantage. 

Yet  fuffer  a  poore  Sheepherd  to  (hare  with  you. 

Hide  not  Char  it  a  from  th’  moft  ardent  —  but 
Gods !  I’m  deluded,  or  1  fee  her  (leeping. 

'Tisfhe — oh  happinels  l  hu(h  gentle  Zephjrs, 

Breath  without  noife,  my  Goddefs  is  afleep — 

I  muft  advance,  but  (lowly,  left  I  wake  her. 

Trees,  let  your  leaves  be  filent  for  a  while : 

Ye  Brooks  (land  ftill,  and  you,  ye  foolifti  Bees, 

That  buzze  fo  bufily  about  her  eares. 

Fly  hence,  touch  not  the  Rofes  which  I  fee; 

My  faireft  hath  no  flowers  but  for  me.  (kpeeles  by  her.) 

How  happy's  Morphetu  ?  O  tranfcendent  beauty. 

In  the  worlds  faireft  eyes  to  have  his  Palace  I 
Flow  he  tafts  NeBar  fweet  and  moft  delicious  l 
And  how  his  happineffe  thy  Sheepherd  envies  1 
Oh  if ’t  were  lawful —  but  thou  infolent  Fly, 

Which  on  that  faireft  Nofe  prefum’ft  toll 1 7— 

He  make  thee  know  what  ’tis  —  -  > 

(beating  awaj  the  Hie  he  ftrikes  her  oh  the 
face,  which  fie  pretends  wakes  her.) 
Char.  Gods  how  you  ufe  me  I 
Why  did  you  not  awake  me  gentlier  > 

Ly.  Oh!  — 

Pardon  an  aft  of  juftice  to  my  Flame, 

Which  thought  it  duty  fo  to  facrifice. 

Ch .  What  have  you  caus’d  me  fuffer  by  that  blow  > 

Ly. Love  feldom  gives  a  wound  he  cannot  cure. 

But  though  you  feel  fomc  little  pain  by  that, 

Yet  might  that  curfed  Fly  have  ftung  you — for 
Y ou  know  that  once  E udoxa.— 

Char .  She  did  well : 

But  if  it  were  her  fault,  it  is  not  mine. 

Ly.  At  leaft  for  pity- fake.  ( leaning  towards  her.) 

Char.  What  Sheepherd? — 

Ly.  Cruel. 

Thou  daily  doft  permit  the  Sun  to  kt(s  thee. 

And  will  not  fuffer  that  this  amorous  heart. 

Should  by  thy  fnow  feek  to  refelh  his  heat.  Char . 
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Char.  The  fad  condition  that  your  heart  is  in. 

Ly,  Thy  hand  of  milk  congeal’d  may  make  the  proof. 

( ,k  if  sing  her  hand.) 

Char .  Good  Gods  I 

Ly.  Abfolve  a  Lover  from  that  error; 

I  know  the  love  of  Sheenherds  fhould  be  cbaft, 

* 

But  yet  their  foules  fometimes  may  be  tranfported. 

And  Nature  of  her  felf  iswitious. 

Char.  Oh  how  the  impure  flames  I  finde  in  you., 

Conftraine  me  to  regrate  my  Amaryllis ! 

Ly.  Amaryllis .? 

Char.  Oh  l 

Ly.  Did  you  love  her  ? 

Char.  I  love  her 

More,  though  {he*s  abfent,  than  I  do  my  felf. 

That  I  might  fee  her  > 

Zj.That  you  may  eafily 
Remove  what  hides  herjrrom  thy  abufed  eyei, 

See  here  thy  Sheepherd. 

Char.  What  is’c  yoi^would  fay  ? 

Ly.  That  Amaryllis  onely  breaths  in  me^ 

And  my  excefiive  love  that  could  not  be 
Prevented,  made  me  change  my  fex  to  fee  thee. 

Char.  You  would  have  chang'd  to  force  the  obftades, 

Ly .  That’s  nothing — Love  works  many  other  wonders* 

Char.  Was  it  you  then  that  in  fo  neat  a  way. 

Under  a  Womans  habit  did  deceive  us  ? 

You  that  fage  Hire  an  refeued  from  the  fire  ? 

Ly.  ’Twas  I,  ’twas  Lyfis,  thou  light  of  my  foule  l 
How  ought’ft  thou  then  to  prize  fuch  rare  attempts  I 
Char.  Go  guilty  Sheepherd,  go  approach  me  notj 
After  an  ad  fo  fhamefull,  and  fo  bale.— 

Ly  Oh  you  would  try  me , — - 
Char .  No  do  not  believe  it. 

I  hate  a  Sheepherd,  whofe  befotted  love 
Shall  dare  to  borrow  aid  from  magick  arts,, 

Heaven  (hall  revenge  me  on  thy  injuries; 

Ply  then  from  hence,  fly  far  from  thefe  ourcoafb 

And; 
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And  thus  polluted  with  the  greateft  crimes, 

Ne're  fhew  thy  felf  to  my  incenfed  eyes  j 
Tis  my  laft  order 

Ly.  Leftrigonian  Beauty  l 
More  fierce  than  is  the  Afp,  or  Dragon,  come 
Feafc,  if  my  death  can  fatisfie  thy  rjage, 

Thy  ftefh-devouring  eyes  with  that  fweet  fight. 

>  *  ':.Ji  .  \  •  ,,  *  'T  • 

V  1 

Scene  Vi. 

Enter  to  him  Montenor* 

Men.  Wherefore  doth  Lyfis  mourn  > 

Ly.  Oh  Sheepherd,  tremble^ 

For  all  the  Gods  confederate  againft  us ; 

Thou  ne're  (halt  fee  the  Sun  to  fet  again, 

The  Woods  fhalWbe  afire,  the  Rivers  dry, 

Meddowes  (hall  lofe  their  flowers.  Echo  be  filent,^ 

In  fine,  all  is  deftroy’d**—  Charity’s  angry. 

Mon.  Gods ! 

Ly.  Didft  not  fee  her  violent  tranfport  ? 

It  was  a  Tygreffe  with  her  fparkling  eye, 

V et  Montenor ,  I  muft  confeffc  that  I 
Never  did  yet  behold  fo  faire  a  TygrefTe, 

And  that  her  fierceneffe  fomething  had  of  grace, 

Even  when  fhe  did  pronounce  my  banifhment. 

Mon.  Ah —  could  fhe  bamfh  thee  ? 

Ly.  With  great  injuftice. 

Mon  Why  doft  afflid  thy  felf  ?  Be  crofle  as  fhe  • 
Thou  fure  canft  change  thy  vowes,  if  fhe  be  chang’d. 

Ly.  No,  He  attend  th'  affiided  Lovers  Fate, 

Whom  when  the  Gods  to  fuch  rude  ftorms  expofe. 
Touch t  with  their  miferies  they  oft  transform  them. 
Mon.  That  once  was  good : 

Ly.  And  fo  continues  Ml ; 

For  wherefore  fhould  the  Arm  o’th*  Gods  be  fhortned? 
No,  Mercuric  this  night  came  With  his  wand, 
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To  let  me  underftand  their  pleafurc  towards  me. 

And  I  muft  change  my  form. 

Mon.  On  that  great  Hope,  »  a 

Thou  fcorn  ft  Charita,  and  no  more  wilt  fee  her  > 

Ly.  Would  you  that  I  provoke  her  with  my  prefence  ? 

Yet  I  may  fee  the  place  where  (he  inhabits, 

And  here,  at  diftance,  mounted  on  this  Tree, 

With  my  laft  homage  may  adore  her  beauty. 

(He  afeends  theTree,  and  falls  into  the  Trunk, 
of  it,  being  hallow.)  >  :  > 

I  fee't !  what  hid  that  Palace  from  my  fight  -~ 

But  O  miraculous  ifTue  of  my  hopes  1 
At  length  I  finde  the  Gods  have  not  abusTd  me 
And  Lyfis  now,  in  earned,  is  transform'd, 

I  am  become  a  Tree— O  divine  wonders  !  - 

My  feet  I  feele  already  ftretch’d  to  roots, 

And  my  flefh  chang'd  to  wood,  with  fudden  (hoots 
Produceth  branches  at  my  fingers  ends. 

Monten.  Strange  madneffe  this ! 

^  Ly.  But  O  thou  ocular  witneffe 
Of  this  my  change,  to  Lovers  Ordinary 
Go,  and  difperfe  the  fame  of  my  new  fate. 

And  if  thou  er’e  didft  love  me,  guard  my  flock. 


Scene  VII. 

Enter  to  them  Clariraond,  Adrian,  (Lyfis  in  the  tree*) 

Qlar.  No,  to  reduce  him  feare  no  obftacle,  (to  Adrian 

We  leave  him  to  ye—  but  what  pleafant  fight ! 

Sheepherd  what  doft  thou  there  ? 

Lj .  *T was  but  ill  judg'd— 
t  am  (I  thank  the  Gods)  no  more  a  Sheepherd. 

Clar*  What  then? 

Ly.  I  am  a  Tree. 

Adrian'.  Ah  foole,  doft  ftill 
Perfift  to  credit  thy  ridiculous  dreames  ? 

H 


Ly. 
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Lj.  Adrian  (l  (hould  abufe  my  felf  too  much,/ 

To  call  thee  Coufin)  you  afTume  a  freedom—  4 

Such  trees  as  I  of  an  immortall  nature  !  — 

Adrian.  And who  made  thee  a/ Tree  ? 

Ly.  A  rare  adventure  : 

But  I  don't  wonder  that  prophaner  eye&.  < 

Can  dive  into  the  fecrets  of  the  Gods.  i 

Mon.  But  wilt  thou  dwel  within  that  rotten  Trunk  >• 

Ahrmy  Wood’s  fecred,  prayfpeak  better  ofit. 

Clar.  I  do  believe  it,  but  fee,  night  comes  on. 

Do  you  intend  to  lie  in  this  faire  Trunk }  i 

Ly.  How  brave  ’twill  be  tp  fee  my  fpatious  Arms, 

Extend,  within  a  bed  their  earthly  roots  l  v 

Know  that  a  Tree  is  fixe,  and  if  fometimes 
Its  Country  Deity,  forfake  his  Wood,. 

JTis  but  to  go  by  night  to  revel  with 
The  Demi-Gods,  and  ye  faire  Hamadryades, 

For  they  by  Moon- (bine  alwayes  ufe  to  meet. 
t  eAd.  Then  thy  fool- Demi- gods,  thy  Nymphs— and  Loves,-^ 
Ly.  Take  heed,  left  to  revenge  their  injuries, 

I  throw  down  fome  one  of  my  brancti.es>. on  thee. 

Clar.  Pardon  his  fault,  at  leaft  this  once —  but  fince 
Thou  needs  wilt  be  a  Tree,  it  muft  be  fo^ 

But  what's  thy  hope  ? 

Ly.  All  that  I  hope  for  is 
My  love  at  length  may  touch  my  Sheepherdeffe, 

And  that  about  my  Trunk,  to  recompence  me, 

Shee  with  her  company  will  come  to  dance, 

Then  will  1  ufe  for  preffing  fpeeches,  fad 
Complaining  murmurcs  of  my  trembling  leaves, . 

And  to  declare  to  her  my  exceflive  paincs, 

He  ufe  th’affiftance  of  a  gentle  groan; 

Then  bidding  her  farewell  prodigioufly, . 

In  token  of  refpeft  lie  bow  nay  Trunk. 

Adrian.  Thou  foole,  if  this  be  all  the  good  thou  lopk’ft  for , 
Think'ft  thou  to  feeme  a  Trefe  ? 

Ly.  Yes — for  I  am  fo; 

Adrian ,  And  do  Trees  fpeak  ? 
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Lj.  Oh  then,  is  that  your  wonder  ?  i ;  ; 

Thou  haft  read  nothing  of  * podona's  Grove ;  } 

There  (by  the  will  o’th’  Gods)  the  Trees  did  (peak,  J  : ; 
Know  that  my  Fate’s  as  glorious.  I,  like  them,  j  ; ‘ <  o  r 
A  Prophet  am,  and  my  fore-telling  Wood, 

Shall  make  as  great  a  noife  as  ‘Delphian  Trifosl 
Adrian,  Make  trial!  then—  (  drawing  his  [word ,  gives  two  or 

Thou  greateft  of  all  fooles !  three  btowes  on  the  Trunk *) 

•  ,  ,  r  . 
t  f  '  *  *  +  ''if*  Fv  -f  V  ",  * 

Th’  haft  felt  thefe  blowes,  hadll  thou  been  what  thou  faift. 

Lj.  Villain  what  doft  thou  do  ?  where  tends  thy  rage  ? 

Never  till  now  hath  iron  injured  me : 

I  was  a  Virgin—  now  my  Trunk  is  open ; 

Oh  ftop,  at  leaft,  my  fap,  that  flowing’s  loft. 

And  know  what  ever  ftrength  their  verdure  ftiewes. 

Trees  without  radicall  moifture  cannot  live. 

c Adrian,  Tis  tedious  to  hcare  thee —  come,  come  out  here, 
Ly .  I  muft  obey  the  Deftinies  decrees. 

Hold  facrilegious — oh,  ufe  violence  !— 

Let  a  poor  Sheepherd  live  in  that  weak  barque ; 

What  has  he  done  to  thee  ? 

Clar.  Do  not  provoke  him  ;  ( to  Adrian.) 

No  violence  will  ere  do  good  upon  him. 

Let’s  grant  he  is  a  Tree,  and  I  have  thought  on  : 

The  means  to  hinder,  that  he  take  no  root : 
lie  tell  you  what’s  my  projed  at  the  Caftle. 

Adrian.  Alas,  he’s  now  a  greater  foole  than  ever. 

JlTon*  Farewell  faire  Tree. 

Clar .  Farewell,  Heaven  make  thee  grow.  >  Ex* 

Manet  Lyf. 

Th’  are  gone :  now  I  may  know  my  felf again. 

O  filver-horn’d  Moon,  if  thou  know'ft  where 
The  Demi-gods  my  Brothers  meet  this  night, 

Refufe  me  not  a  Boon  which  I  demand,  ; 

Lend  me  thy  rayes  to  finde  them  where  they  are, 

I  am  not  mortall  now,  and  in  their  (ports. 

The  Nymphs  may  me  receive  without  fufpition:  -:1 

Dear  Trunk,  permit  me  leave  thee,  fince  'tis  night, 

H  2  ¥o 


For  my  firft  vifit  now  is  due  to  them*  v 

(He  corns  out  of  the  tree.) 

Farewel,  to  (hare  their  pleafant  fports  Ilegoc 

Into  the  woods  to  feek  their  Rendtzvouz.  %x+r 


The  end  of  the  fourth  Att. 


Adlus  quintus.  Scmna  prima* 

Enter  Anfelm.  Angelica. 

tAnfcL  At  length,  finee  Heav’n  propitious  to  my  prayer 
Doth  not  oppofe  the  vowes  of  Montenor, 

But  feems  to  have  a  care  that  they  be  crown’d, 

1  may  give  up  my  felfe  to  thTweets  of  Hope, 

3 f  without  crime,  and  a  too  great  prefumption, 

A  Sheepherd  may  pretend  to  love  a  Nymph. 

Angel.  ’Tis  very  quaintly  pleaded  to  epgageMe* 

To  praife  the  Sheepherd  and  rejed  the  Nymph, 

But  let  this  fatisfie  your  preffing  Heart, 

That  now  my  brother  takes  your  intereft ; 

And  as  love  once  did  flatter  you,  fo  his 
Confent’s  fufficient  to  confirme your  wifhes; 

Anfel.  How  this  reply  affronts  a  lovers  will  l  ■ 

And  if  you  limit  there  his  beft  advantage, 

How  ill  when  he  explain’d  his  vowes  he  told  you  ? 

How  fcrupulous  love  is  in  his  defignes ; 

He  look’s  with  fcorne  on  faireft  vi dories, 

When  they  may  call:  a  (haddow  on  his  glory. 

By  his  owne  merit  heed  be  abfolute, 

He  Loves  no  Triumph  by  anothers  will, 

Nor  can  indure,  what  ever’s  the  attempt, 

That  forraigne  fuccours  fbould  fecure4is;conqucft 

Angel,  T is  fa**;  Lover's  never  fatisfied. 

He  doubts  his  happineffe  when  he  enjoys  it. 

And  his  unquiet  flame,  refolv’d  to  feare, 
in  the  moft  faire AcceflV  will  fiiil  complaine.  • 
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Anfel.  Oh — refufe  not,  to  this  enflamed  heart,  v 

The  fweet,  to  fee  it  felfe  entirely  charm’d, 

And  if  it  move  your  foule,  when  it  doth  figh. 

Deny  me  not  the  blifs  to  underftand  it ; 

*Tis  not  enough  that  Montemr's  content 
Affures  me  of  like  happinefle  with  that 
Muft  make  him  perfed  to  fulfill  my  joy, 

Tis  needfull  you  Unfold  your  heart  with  me. 

That  loving  pafiions  may  your  thoughts  deted. 

That  a  kind  qualme  may  anfwer  to  my  fighs. 

And  that  by  your  confent  my  flame  confirm’d. 

May  be  the  glorious  prize  of  loving  you* 

"  :  -.it  .*  ILlUvj‘1  VBffl  Y'lknoY:  !■**  Oil  / 

- — — — - — — - 

Set  N  E  If. 

Enter  to  them  Clarimorid.  Adrian. 


Clar.  Why  furely,  here  the  (haddowes  of  the  night 
Have  made  you  quite  forget  what  we  defign’d, 

You  ftill  go  on,  and  never  have  regard. 

That  happily  our  Foole  fees  you  farre  off. 

And  if  he  know  you,  he  will  flrait  con  jedure, 

Seeing  our  Demigods,  what’s  our  defign. 

Adrian.  Alas  1  —  fallow  of  what  they  do  propofe3| 

He  has  too  ftrong  opinion  of  his  change. 

And  ’tis  but  vain  to  think,  your  feign’d  Deities 
Can  draw  him  from  a  Tree  he  holds  fo  dear. 

Angel.  Though  he’  Was  tradable  with  ^Hircan^yetZ' 

This  his  laft  ad  feems  to  exceed  my  faith, 

For  fince  he  fpeaks,  yet  how  can  he  prefume 
That  Heaven  would  fhut  him  up  within  a  Tree  ? 

Adrian .  By  that  I  ftrove  to  make  him  underftand. 

That  he  is  not  what  he  believes  himfelfe : 

But,  *gainft  all  reafon  hee’s  a  Tree,  his  Gods 
Ought  that  rare  Deftiny  to  his  defervings. — 

A  curfe  on  Ovid,  and  his  Sedaries  1 

Clar .  If  the  Moon  lend  us  bat  a  conftant  light,  ♦ 

H  3  I:m 
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I’m  of  opinion  you’l  be  fatisfi’d. 

And  vainiy  fear  he  (hould  be  long  a  Tree— 

He’s  ouc  of’s  Trunk  l  —  (looks  into  4  Tree:) 

Adrian.  Good  Gods !  I  cannot  belie v’t. 

Clar.  You  well  may  doubt  it  in  a  darker  night. 

Adri.  I  thank  the  Gods,  that  of  his  own  accord, 

Hlias  left  a  Trunk  to  which  he  was  fo  charm'd  l 
And  that  to  draw  him  out  yourNymphs  o’ th* * woods 
And  forraign  Demi-gods  are  of  no  ufe ; 

They  far  from  curing  him  would  have  a  frefti 
O’return’d  his  mind,and  troubled  his  fick  brain. 

Clar.  Well,  he’s  now  out  of  it,  but  you  may  feare 
The  riling  morning  may  replant  him  there. 

Y  ou  believe  hin>  too  foon  demetamorphoz’d. 

Angel.  While  he  is  abfent  now  the  cure  is  eafie. 

Let  us  cut  down  the  Tree;  lie  labour  all 
Icantoftoptheprogrefle  of  his  folly. 

And  lie  renounce  my  paftimes,  that  I  may 
Facilitate  the  means  of  your  departure. 

Adrian.  lie  haft  to  borrow  fuccours  to  defeat  hlm.^  Exit. 


SCE  N  E  III. 

*  .  /  »;  r:  \  ■  '■  '  •'  \  ,  r-,  V  <  :  .  .  r,  • 

Anfel.  Lyfis  &t  his  return  will  play  the  Devil 
Angel .  And  your  defigns  being  fpoyfd  through  his  departure 
Make —  ; 

Clar.  I  am  forry  for  thofe  two  young  Beautie, 

Who  mad  to  play  upon  this  fimple  fellow , 

Have  in  vain  dreft  themfelves  like  Nymphs  o’th*  Woods : 

Troth  ’tis  an  ill  adventure  for  the  firft. 

Angel.  Which  of  us  did  forefee  he’d  quit  his  Trunk? 

But  yet  we  want  Char  it  a,  Where  is  (lie  ? 

Clar .  I  left  her  with  our  Demi*  gods,  perhaps 
She  does  exped  the  fignall  to  advance. 

Angel.  A  little  abfence  is  a  pain  to  Lovers. 

Clar .  Tis  true,  I  fuffer,  and,  when  far  from  her,  ^ 

Soon  find  a  certain  trouble  in  my  fouie  5 

'  But 
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But  yet  this  trouble,  though’t  be  nothing  gentle. 

Is  not  the  greateft  torment  I  endure. 

That  which  affli&s,  and  makes  me;to  complaine. 

Is  that  I  hope  much,  and  fee  more  to  feare,  »  j 

That  is,  I  have  a  heart  enflam’d  with  love. 

And  yet  I  doubt  whether  I’m  lovd  again. 

Angel.  Tou  underftand  too  well  your  own  deferts, 

To  think  you  have  nothing  gain'd  upon  Charita ;  j 

But  if  you  will  perfift  thus  to  alarm 
Your  felfe  in  vain,  know  lie  aflame  your  caufe  5 
Then  love,  and  hope. 

Clar.  It  is  a  charming  promife. 

Angel.  Since  Love,  with  me,  has  intereft  for  you,  T 

The  vidory  is  eafie. 

Clar.  Would  't  were  fo. 


Scene  IV. 

* 

* *  * 

Enter  to  them  Charita,  Lucida. 

Char.  Room  for  our  Tree  ;  for  he  is  coming. hither* . 

Angel.  Where  did  you  findehim? 

Lucid.  In  that  little  Grove,  _  ’ 

Which  joyning  to  the  Park  makes  up  the  Lantskip— «  ■  . 

There  hearing  him  to  hallow.  ; 

Angel .  But  what  could  he  do  there  at  midnight?: 

Char .  There 

Making  Orations  to  an  Oak-  he  labour'd 
T’  induce  the  Nymph  to  render  her  fclf  vifible : 

Our  Deities  that  follow’d  at  a  diftance 
Played  their  parts  handfomly  upon  occafion  : 

He  takes  their  word- —  but  when  he  did  propofe, . 

To  fhew  them  where  he  was  transform’d, our  care,. 

To  give  you  notice,  made  us  come  before. 

Clar.  Since  the  occafion’s  offer’d  lets  embrace  it. 

Though  honeft  Adrian  has  caufe  to  curfe  it;:. 

But  fince  we  can  let  us  make  up  the  jefh 
Char.  Then  we  muft  hide  our  felves,  I  hear  'em  there—.* 
Anfelm.—  -  ,  AnfeU . 


*■>% 
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Anf  No,  take  no  care  of  me  Charity 
Left  he  Ihould  feize  again  upon  his  Trunk, 
lie  be  a  Tree,  and  ad  the  Demi-  god. 

Clar.  But  he  perceives  you — 

Char.  Oh  good  Godsr—  fpeak  low. 

Anf.  The  hole  isfo  profound  he  cannot  lee  me. 

(Anfelm  gets  into  the  T ret,  and  the 
reft  hide  the  mf elves .) 


Scene  V.  ! 

Enter  to  them  Lyfis,  Synope,  Clorife,  dreft  like  Njmphs  of  the 
Woods,  with  branches  of  trees  in  their  hands ,  at  the  ends  whereof 
were  fanned  drie  Comfits. 

Lj.  At  length  dear  Sifters  (fori  am  perfwaded 
I  ow  that  title  to  all  Hamadryades) 

Behold  that  famous  Trunk,  which  in  that  place, 

\  By  Fate's  decree  enclos’d  a  Demi- god. 

Sjn.  Scarce  had  the  Sun  given  place  unto  the  Moon, 

When  we  had  tydings  of  your  happy  fortune  ; 

Neither  had  we  this  night  our  barques  forfaken, 

But  to  perform  our  homage,  and  to  fee  you. 

Ly .  As  i’m  a  jucie-tree,  I  am  o’re  joy’d. 

To  have  fo  fair,  and  fo  good  company  : 

I’m  fure  my  leaves  to  morrow  will  afltime 
A  far  more  fertile,  and  more  lively  green. 

But  you  fair  Nymphs,  ever  by  me  ador'd. 

Where  are  thofe  pleafant  places  you  are  planted  ? 

Clor .  We  dwell  by  day  in  a  Wood  far  remote. 

Sjnt  That  we  may  there  behold  our  fruits  in  fafety; 

They  are  not  common,  and  had  been  injurious , 

If  Heaven  had  left  us  to  be  pillag’d  by 
Paflengers. 

Ly.  You  are  Fruit-trees  I  perceive. 

Sjn.  Fruit-trees,  moft  excellent,  as  you  (hall  finde, 

Lj.  I  Yhall  be  ravifhed  to  hear  your  ftory, 

V  '  '  Syn, 
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Syn.  Know  then,  when  raortall,  we  were  Comfit-makers, 

And  gave  them  fuch  an  high  exalted  tafte. 

That  ev’n  Diana  could  not  but  commend  'em. 

At  her  return  from  chafe  {he  oft  would  eat  'em, 

But  when  we  foolifhly  divulg'd  this  favour, 

She  was  fo  angry,  that,  with  fudden  rage. 

She  chang’d  us  both  to  trees,  as  you  are  now, 

Ly.  What  trees  ? 

Syn.  My  Sifter  is  a  Cherry-tree, 

And  Deftiny  made  me  bear  Apricocks. 

{punting  to  the  fruits.) 

Ly.  But,  tell  me  Nymphs,  are  thefe  the  fruits  ye  bare  ? 

Clor.  Yes,  that’s  a  favour  granted  to  our  Deities, 

They  all  grow  Comfits, 

Ly.  They  tafte  ne’re  the  worfe. 

Syn.  You  cannot  fay  fo,  if  you  do  not  try  ’em  : 

Gather  ’em. 

Ly.  I  gather  ’em  ? 

Syn.  They  are  very  pleafant, 

Th*  are  ferv’d  in  at  the  table  of  the  Gods, 

And  you  may  eat  ’em. 

Ly.  Think*  t  not  ftrange  that  I 
Excufe  my  felfe —  a  tree  nor  eats,  nor  drinks. 

Syn.  Who  is  fo  foolifh,  but  muft  know  your  tree 
Can  neither  eat  nor  drink }  But  you,  that  are  .. 

As  ’twere,  the  foule  unto  its  feeble  nature. 

Are  not  exempt  to  take  your  nouriflhment. 

Thus  to  fubfift,  Trees  that  are  Demi-gods,  % 

Come  almoft  every  night  to  pull  our  fruits. 

Their  fap  without  it  would  be  v£ry  barren. 

Ly.  ’Tis  true,  my  trunk  I  finde  is  fomewhat  weak,  \ 

And  by  thefe  inftances  I  do  conclude. 

That  Tree  cannot  live  long  that  does  not  eat. 

Chr.  Then  follow  our  example,  eat  apace,  (eating  Cmfits.) 

Ly.  What  you  devour  your  own  fubftance—  ha  1 
Chr.  That’s  to  invite  you  to  be  led  by  us 
Ly .  Sweeter  than  is  thy  Nedar  Ganimede !  ( eating  ) 

How  happy  are  wee  T rees ! 

Syn. 
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Syn.  Well  our- dear  Brother.— 

Ly ,  Troth  Sifter  Apricock ,  your  frutis  are  rare. 

Such  Saturn  in  the  golden  age  did  eat. 

But  is  our  Sifter  Myrrha  ftill  alive  ?— 

Her  Trunk  is  very  old.  v 

Syn.  I  never  faw  her  : 

Is  fhe  of  your  acquaintance  Sifter?  Speak. 

(flor.  Myrrha  was  never  feen  in  thefe  our  parts. 

Ly.  Her  Tree  lives  onely  in  Arabia , 

And  to  fay  truth,  that  Country’s  far  from  yours  : 

But  do  ye  never  vifite  one  another  ? 

Syn.  We  very  feldome  leave  our  native  Soil. 

Ly.  Hark  Nymphs,  I  hear  a  very  melodious  found. 
Clo.'Tis  a  young  Cyprefs-  fee  there, where  he  comes. 
Ly.  And  that  grave  Beard  ? 

Syn.  Oh  fpeak  with  reverence. 

He  is  a  River-God  of  the  beft  rank. 

We  here  muft  pay  the  duties  that  we  ow  him— 

He  will  receive  you  kindly  when  he  knowes  you. 


Scene  VI. 

Enter  to  them  Montenor,  dif gulfed  li%e  a  God  of  a  River ,  with  a 
very  long  Beards  and  one  cif  his  fervants  difgttl'ed  with  many 
branches  of  CjPr'eITe>  carrying  a  Lute . 

Syn.  Great  Father,  may  your  waters  cleare  and  pure 

( to  Monten.) 

For  ever  flow,  as  we  by  your  embrace. 

Receive  the  foveraign  height  of  our  content. 

Ly.  Never  could  we  believe,  a  God  fo  great. 

Would  leave  his  watry  bed  to  vifit  us. 

And  knowing  ui  to  be  fuch  Demi- gods. 

Should  us  prefer  before  Neptune  and  Thetis. 

(Meutenor  inftead  of dnfwering,gr  tints. ) 
Sifters,  he  anfwers  in  an  uncouth  way , 

Pray  what’s  his  language?  ' 

Syn0 
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Syn.  *Tisa  Rivers  language. 

He  can  be  underftood  by  Fifhes  onely. 

Ly.  This  venerable  God  grunts  like  a  Hog ; 

Your  Fifhes  methinks,  fpeak  a  foolifh  language. 

He  flares  upon  me  with  one  ugly  eye.  •.•-].• 

Syn.  He  wonders  much  to  fee  you  in  this  place  : 

Father  pray  know  this  flranger  Demi-god ; 

*Tis  he  that  once  the  honour  was  of i hie. 

The  glory  of  Age,  and  pafl’rall  Life. 

He's  now  a  Tree,  and  will  people  your  banks 

With  many  branches  fpringing  from  his  body.  j(To  Lyfis.) 

He  beckens  you,  go  and  receive  his  kindeneffe. 

Ly*  What  do  you  mean  to  fqueeze  me  as  you  do  ? 

(ft  riving  to  get  out  of  his  armesy  he  em~ 
bracing  him  too  hard<) 

Muft  your  arms  thus  fuppiy  your  want  of  voice  > 

Good  mute-God  hold,  and  do  not  crufh  my  Wood. 

Clor.  What,  flie  from  his  embrace  ? 

Ly .  Ah —  Hamadryade, 

I  do  not  like  fuch  kind  embraces,  I — 

Syn.  The  God  holds  out  his  arm  at  your  loud  cry. 

Ly*  Truce  to  embraces,  lie  be  there  no  more. 

Syn.  Truce  if  you  pleafe,  but  let’s  do  fomething  elfe3 
Let's  confecrate  with  fongs  your  Metamorphofe ; 

Father  fhall  we  obtain  to’t  your  confent  ? 

'  (The  (fod  grunting*) 

Ly *  This  grunting  God  does  very  much  difpleafe  me. 

\*Syn.  Come,  who  begins  > 

Ly.  Why  Demi-goddefs,  the 
Difpute's  between  you  two,  Hm  not  concern'd. 

Syn .  Weil’tfhall  be  I. 

Clor.  We  will  fing  afterwards. 

Syn.  Good  Brother  Cyprejfe  lend  me  (pray)  your  Lute. 

( She  taking  the  Lute  from  Cyprefs 
finging  to  it>  begins .) 

O  Fate,  moft  worthy  Envy  / 

Ly.  Ye  Gods  1  Why  was  not  I  a  Tree  at  firft? 

Divine  s/Lmphm ! 

1 2  Syn. 
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Syn±  Silence,  hear* 

Ly.  Thy  voice 

Charms  me,  as  much  as  did  thy  Apricocks. 

Syn.  fings. 

Oh  Fate  mofi  worthy  Envie  !  we 
Lyfis  fojfejfe  that  glorious  Tree  : 
jvhofe  vertues  him  a  *Demi-god  have  made 
T  enjoy  a  life  J, hall  never  fade* 

Oh  envied  Defiinie  ! 

He  is  worthy  of  this  glory  . 

His  Sheef  herd's  noble  atts,  which  him  renownd , 
Declar'd,  that  thus  he  one  day  Jhould  be  crown'd 
And  engrave  his  name  in  fiery, 

He  ts  worthy  of  this  glory. 

Well,  what  think  ye'? 

Ly  Sweet  Nymph  %Apriccck^,  may 
1  not  inoculate  fuch  Trees  as  you  ? 


Scene  VII. 

Enter  to  them  Angel.  Clarim.  Lucid.  Anfel.  Charit. 

Angel,  'Tis  time  now  to  appeare,  let  us  advance. 

Syn-  Gods !  I  perceive  fome  Mortals  coming  hither. 

Ly.  He  to  my  T runk  again,  and  do  you  vanilli.  (to  Syn.) 
Syn.  And  why  ? 

Ly.  But  what  fee  I  ?  (amazed  to  fee  Anfelm  rifing 

out  of  his  Trunks.) 

Anfel.  A  Rural!  Demi-god  1 
My  incredulity  the  Gods  have  punifot , 

And  I  no  more  doubt  thy  Divinity, 
lam  a  Tree  like  thee. 

Ly.  A  tree  dear  Brother  ? 

But  Ywas  not  needfull  thou  ftiouldft  have  my  Trunk  : 

Be  a  Tree  if  thou  wilt,  not  at  my  coft. 

Char.  That's  he,  that  was  my  Sheepherd  once,  I  know  him. 

;  %/in  gel.  Y  e  mighty  Deities,  excufe  our  boldneffe, 

{to  Syn.  and  the  Demi- gods. ) 

We 
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We  come  to  trouble  you  unhandfomely. 

But  ’tis  to  pay  our  duty  to  a  Sheepherd, 

Whom  Heaven  of  late  has  rank't  among  the  Gods : 
They  tell  us  hee*s  a  Tree. 

Ly.  Yes —  but  my  Barke 
Another. — 

An/eL  I  obey  the  fates  that  forc’d  Me. 

Angel,  what  Pelidore  ?  is  he  a  Demi-god  ? 

Ly .  No,  he  is  no  fuch  thing,  for  if  he  be, 

He’s  but  aBaftard-Demi-god  :  for  Trees 
Of  honour,  andofgood  Original, 

Will  ne’re  take  root  within  anothers  Trunk. 

Syn .  If  Heaven  have  fo  decreed — - 
Char.  We  may  not  doubt  it. 

Ly.  Give  me  my  Trunk  againe.* 

Char.  Will  you  refill  him  ? 

For  love* fake  crofs  him  not,  but  be  again 
A  Sheepherd,  and  love  me  thy  SheepherdefTe. 

Ly.  No,  I  ought  be  a  Tree  and  muft,  yet  trull  Me, 
Tree  asi  ami  keep  my  faith  to  Thee. 

Char.  If  fo,  for  my  fake  then  renounce  that  (lock. 
Ly.  Alas,  they  rob  me,  and  that’s  it  affli&s  me  : 
But  you,  Tree-ravifher,  reftore— ^ 

*sfnfel.  I  cannot, 

Heaven  it  forbids. 

Lj .  Unhappy  that  lam! 

Syn.  What  aileyou? 

Ly.  Ah —  Sifters  looke  to  my  affaires. 

If  I’me  difplanted,  I  can  live  no  longer. 

Clo.  No,  no,  feare  nor ;  fince  hee’s  fo  obftinate 
To  rob  you  of  a  Trunk  ordain’d  for  you. 

Let  him  live  there,  hated  by  our  companions. 

More  than  the  meaneft  fhrub  in  all  this  country. 

Li.  But  what  (hall  I  doe  then  ? 

Syn.  Why  are  there  not 
More  pleafant  places,  and  far  better  trees  ?• 

We  there  will  plant  our  felves. 

Ly.  May  that  be  done  ?'• 

Sy. Our  power's  great, what  fay  you  Father?  IsY 
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Not  your  opinion,  that  his  place  be  chang’d?  (Mom  grunts.) 
Ly.  This  Div'lifti  Hog,  me  think’s  is  a  ftrange  God, 

Clo.  Hee’d  have  you  plant  in  Angelica’s  garden, 

Ly.  Tis  well,  the  place  is  not  at  all  unpleafant : 

But  fare  when  we  live  fo  farre  from  our  Trunks, 

The  vegetative  foule  need’s  nutriment— 

If  I  muft  planted  be,  my  amorous  Nymphs, 

Engraffe  me  on  fame  Tree  as  farre  as  you  5 
Ofweet  Apricocks  l 

Syn.  Y ee  (hall  be  fatisfied 

Ly.  You  *k  make  me  truly  then  a  fruit-Tree  ? 

Syn.  Truly, 

Come; 

Ly ♦  Sheepherdefle  farewell. 

Char.  Let  me  be  prefent 

At  tlT  fecret  myftery  that  there  tranfplants  you, 

I'me  fare  that  very  night  our  Troup  will  dance. 

About  the  facred  Trunk  that  {hall  enclofe  you. 

Syn.  Then  follow  at  a  diftance. 

Ly.  Oh  what  comfits  , 

At  the  Sun-rifing  will  fpring  from  my  branches ! 

Clo .  Yes  doubt  it  not. 

‘  Ly.  And  thou  !  thou  cur’ft  theif-Tree, 

Know  to  beare  fruit,  thy  wood’s  nor  faire,  nor  good. 

And  th*  ever  dance,  at  diftance,round  about  thee, 

Thou’t  ferve  for  nothing,  but  to  make  a  gallowes. 

Exit .  with  the  Demi- gods. 
Angel.  By  this  device  they  lead  him  to  the  Caftle, 

Anfel.  Then  thus  I  my  new  deftiny  renounce, 

( coming  out  of  the  tree.) 
And  have  too  little  {hare  in  that  old  flock, 

T’  expofe  my  felfe  to  what  he  did  prognoftique. 

Only  great  Nymph  you  knowing  to  oblige  Me. 

AngelC ome  no  more  Nymph,  and  Sheepherd  let’s  returne 
Home  to  the  Caftle,  and  let  Crooks  alone, 
y  Lyfis  untreed,  our  Comedy  is  done.  £xit, 

FINIS. 
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